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Moksha, which means deliverance, consists in the knowledge of the Atman. 
Moksha is not a consequence of the knowledge of the Atman. 




His form in my eyes, His touch in my limbs; 
His words in my ears, His heart in my heart; 
Now who's separated? 


- Gathasaptashati of Hala, 

- Written and compiled by the 17 th Satvahana King, Hala (20-24 C.E.) 




Poems 




Beyond Qualms 


To those who refer, my house is narrow, 
Thick-walled and low ceilinged; 

To those who confer, this world exists, 
Yet does not exist the way it should; 

To those who infer, the world is vast, 

It is limitless studied and explored. 

I had concluded thus after a long travail 
That saw me challenge the opposites; 
These thoughts still resound in my mind 
Influenced and suppressed though it is. 

I only wish I could share them with you 
And float through tall, rising flames 
That I had earnestly lit and fanned 
To destroy our ill-placed conceptions. 



A Hymn 


Pray 

Give me strength 
Give me wealth 
Nourish me 
0 Fire! 

Give me a long life. 

I have found you 
Before the Wind could 
Before the path 
Leading to you 
It obliterates. 

Water cannot douse 
You, 

So blaze upwards, 
Burn within me 
Brightly, 

Lend me your warmth 
Your shine 
Keep me awake 
Until the end of Time. 



A Reason To Smile 


Each dawn reminds me 
Beneath laden hopes 
Float my wispy dreams 
And many aspirations. 
Threatened by the sun, 

By rain and air 
And the momentary life 
That brooks no hindrance 
The todays and tomorrows 
Held in a shiny cusp, 
Harshly shaken and dealt, 
Do not promise or gift away 
The eagerly awaited 
Desired outcomes. 

A look around me finds 
The river waters flow 
To fill up the seas, 

The fierce heat of the sun 
Agitate the air 
And fire up life, 

Barring the dead 
Making all things breathe 
And pulsate. 

My heartbeats and 
The spring in my stride 



Tell me I am alive 
And my hopes survive. 
Indeed, 

I have every reason to smile. 



I Do Not Care 


I do not care 
A wee bit 
About my life 
That isn't 
Worth the sky 
Covering it. 

I mean it, 
Otherwise, 

I would be 
Called stupid 
Not to know 


It has an end. 



A Step Forward 


Listen carefully 
A sharp cry rises 
From afar 

Someone is already there 
To free me 

From the awkward silence 
And stony stillness 
That grips me 
I must push ahead 
Take a step forward 



Complex Reliefs 


We can always undo the harm 
Caused by anger and spite 
Heavy on our weak psyche; 

We have to marry your minds, 
Soothe the nerves. 

Treading the ground differently 
And ignoring our aims and reach 
Till our journeys reach their end 
We shall have to wait 
Simply wait 

For our paths to cross again. 

If words alone matter, 

The lessons we might learn, 

The favours we earn, 

These will not mean anything. 

No one will ever ask 

Who has tied or cut the knot? 



A Strange Interlude 


Laughter swept out of my room 
There were people known to me 
Gathered to celebrate my awakening 
And, they all thought it was a drollery, 

A waste of their valued flowing time. 

They laughed at me, 

Branded me a fool and prepared to leave. 

I sat in one corner watching them go their way 
The way they had come one by one grinning. 

I did hear their laughter, 

It was loud and ringing, 

Held no meaning, 

Showed no strain or stress. 

It drew towards me the attention of those 
Who did not know yet wanted to know me. 

Would they come in the same manner grinning 
Only to leave after letting out a loud laugh 
I wondered. 

I moved towards the open door 

There was no one outside lingering to know more 

About me. 

I saw a dog, a horse and a donkey conversing 
I did not catch their words uttered silently. 

The dog did not bark, 

The horse did not neigh, 



The donkey did not bray, 

There was no laughter shared. 

I gazed at my now empty room, 

I was not angry. 

The people who had left the room 
Had also not uttered a single word 
Nor did they put me back to sleep 
And I had not lost my native wit. 



Riches 


You have come seeking riches, 

You know about the wealth I possess, 
Choose and take away whatever you want, 
I do not give 
That which I do not own. 

I can give you sweetness and love, 

I can keep you contended, 

I can make you succeed and elated, 

I can make you smile and sing joyfully; 
This cache belongs to me. 

You do not desire any of these, do you? 



Colour Of Spring 


You know, 

You have kept me waiting for a long time. 

I have waited for you to come to me 
With your usual ease and simplicity 
Carrying all your pain and joy, 

Your secrets and wants, 

With grace and tenderness 

And a beautiful smile sparkling on your lips, 

The lips that are eager to pour out 

Solemn words that tell of your love 

And many heartaches suffered; 

I know you also long for me. 

My wait for you has indeed become painful, 
My eyes are tired, 

Old courtesies and promises seem forgotten, 
But I know you are not far away 
Spring has coloured my world for you. 



The Wait 


I have waited all day long 
For your window to open, 

It hasn't; 

If I leave, 

Who will glimpse you? 

You may hide, but 
You are forever mine, 

Your beauty is for me to relish. 
The day you smile on me 
Seems the briefest, 

Then time rapidly flies 
And the birds, and the wind 
Are put on guard, 

They see me smile. 

You know I adore you. 

Keep the window open for me 
Always 

And show yourself; 

Let not time stop on me. 

It must flow drenching me, 

All the way 
With love. 



Lost Dreams 


These are my dreams on display, 

They cover the entire wall. 

Coloured bright yellow, pink and grey, 
And blue and green 
They beckon me. 

In a fit of anger 
I had lost them all one by one, 

Did not seem right then; 

They have raised their heads again. 
Never have I chased my dreams, 

What should I do with these now? 
Dreams that reflect my moods 
Cannot be my favourites, 

I will feel let down. 

I do not trust my varying moods, 
Uncertain and transient they are. 

Since dreams seldom recur, 

And I cannot manage my moods, 

I shall ignore them for now. 

I have yet to study my moods; 

That done 

I shall weave new pleasant dreams. 



Old Men 


Old men 

Gathered in the shade, 

Reclining on wicker chairs 
Loosen their collars, 

Recall their days of youth, 

Puff at their cigars, 

Steady their pipes, 

Laugh at their silly acts, 

Glad they could do that. 

Tease or be teased, 

Either way, 

They were a fair game then, 

Now they do not repent. 

At the end of the day, 

The hot coffee in their mugs 
Will lose its bitterness, 

Pull them back from their reverie 
And blandly remind them 
Of their present days, 

Where they stand 
Strangely sad. 



In Grief 


Said he, the one who cannot see," In my vast country where millions reside 
amity is rare, unity is scarce; the disrespectful people all the time 
misbehave, they speak ill of others, they use foul language and usually 
target a person who is unlike them. I hear my country is bound to break." 


Said he, the one who does see," Too many people to reckon with, all of them 
forming different groups, I can see their markings, colours and their flags, 
and their placards differently worded; they are all divided, they do not know 
from where to begin or end; many groups have discarded their leaders, the 
initiators of their agitation. Our country is bound to break." 


Said he, the one who refuses to see," I have shut my eyes to reality, I have 
witnessed much destruction and death that I cannot see it anymore, I hate 
this insanity spreading its tentacles wantonly everywhere; the persons who 
matter, who can check this spread, are hiding beneath their desks. I know 
my country is bound to break." 


The one who could see what the other three knew, but cannot speak, kept 
quiet. He knew, the public agitations that turn violent are instigated by the 
anti-nationals who fuel and fan these at the cost of the poor and the 
uneducated they lead. There is no one to check them. He too thought his 
country is bound to break. 


The four shook their heads in disgust and parted; the seditious thought of 
abandoning their country to seek fresh pastures elsewhere did not occur to 
them. 



If I Write 


At night, 

If I write, 

I am that dot 
On a tidy sheet 
Left to move 
Only latent views 
Of an idle mind; 
It is a sham. 

I do not write. 



Yours 


Look, feel and infer 
All things that exist 
Or do not, 

The perishable, 

The imperishable, 
They make our life 
Our world work. 
Seize and size 
Pin them all 
On your sleeve 
As yours. 



The View 

The view will change. 

When you cross the threshold 
And step out, 

Do so gently. 

No one should hear your footsteps, 
You could wake up worn out desires 
Fallen asleep, 

The light and sound will be different, 
Harsh and sharp and selfish. 

The crudeness of things seen 
Can deter you, 

Compel you to return 
You cannot go back. 

The wheel of Time will continue to wh 
Almost silently, 

You will still find in it hidden, 

Golden melodies. 

There is no place for new words, 

The lines, drawn strict and straight, 
Are bent and twisted into a maze. 
This world has no built-in exit, 

And you will cater to needs alone, 
Your mind badly stung will revolt, 
Your eyes weakened 
You will not weep again, 

There will be no tears to shed. 



Disclosure 


I have nothing to hide. 

Believe me, 

The words I utter or write 
Mean nothing if they conceal the truth. 
Some words may seem long and difficult 
But I never made them up. 

Do not say - 

I hardly know those words, 

Or 

Simple words alone 
Tell the truth: 

Seek and know - 

How words reveal the truth. 



The Unsaid 


Then 

I heard him call out my name, 

It was the invite to join him in the search 
Of the lone parable devoid of title and form; 

We knew it had no beginning. 

We wanted it to begin with us, 

The battle-hardened survivors 
Of numerous yesteryears who had 

Lost their todays in the briefest blinks of the now-moments. 

Even though there was no light to guide 

Committed we were and took the first 
step 

And, soon found ourselves 

Walking on the path where there was no one else. 

We did not tease each other, 

In the surrounding darkness 
We could not see the other, 

We only felt our presence. 

Not a single word passed between us, 

The silence was deep and seemed unkind, 

There was no threat, 



No rustle or ruffle. 


Suddenly the firm ground beneath our feet slipped, 

We were afloat, 

The Yeses and the Noes, 

The two extremes jostling for space 
In space. 

We did not drift apart, 

Taking the cue from the surrounding silence and darkness 
We wrote the beginning of our wordless tale. 

We chose the words and their moment. 



Glass 


I have let it slip from my hand, 

The glass tumbler I have used for years 
To quench my thirst, 

It lies on the floor broken into many pieces, 
Each a reminder of my numerous wants 
Now I will avoid stepping on them. 



Closeness 


You were born with me 
As my second form, 

We circle each other 
As the Day and Night; 
One shining bright 
Lighting up the world 
As Consciousness 
That is wholly divine, 

And the other obscure 
And spiritually dark 
That allows in its womb 
Awareness to manifest; 
Our mother who feeds us 
Keeps a close watch 
She holds us firmly 
Close to her breast 
And does not allow us 
To drift apart 
To fade away. 



Our Love 


That I love you 

You have indeed tasted 

And found this truth; 

In return 

I shall not beg for your love. 

Although 

You have never said you love me, 

I shall not shame you; 

I shall keep you believed 
Always. 

As such, 

People prefer to hear 
Things described, 

They rely more on their ears, 

The words already used are stale now. 

Let us meet again 

To concoct new words 

With known sounds 

To express the same feelings, 

Heartfelt feelings, 

The familiar emotions with their range 
As the base. 

So be it 

Let the crowd infer the obvious. 



When In Love 


The familiar stream 
Runs past me unconcerned 
I often bend low to touch its water 
It is cold 

Not as cold as you can be, whom I have 
Worshipped ever since we first met 
Some years ago 

In the shade of the only banyan tree in our park 
Where I knew you would be and I came 
Ever thought 

Why do we still behave as strangers 
Eternally lost in finding each other 
Probing and exploring our hearts 
With me admiring your beauty and stance 
All the time 

And you looking towards me to lead 
Yet I have heard people say 
Our love is blind 

That we do not know what we do 
Strangers keep the urge to know and find 
Ever alive 

They make each moment of their delightful life 
An adventure 

In love, we cannot remain as cold as the water 
In the familiar stream is 



Paradise Declined 


To me is promised 

My exclusive paradise 

Filled with laughter and happiness, 

No tears to wipe 

And no needs and wants. 

How could I survive there I wondered, 
Where I could never activate my thoughts 
Or struggle to find alternatives, 

Realign the opposites, 

Mould challenges 
And be adventurous; 

For these, I am. 

Such one paradise, I must decline. 



A Crazy Thought 


Please 

Do not wait for me 
Like the dawn does 
For the eternal night 
To release the day 
Hidden from sight 
Or for the darkness 
Of the night to mingle 
With the sunrays 
That goad us 
To start life anew 
Or suppress the light 
To compel us to move 
Towards the trees 
That shed their leaves 
And go to sleep 
Covered by snow 
That reflects starlight 
To lead us astray 
And brace the bite 
Of the freezing air. 

I pray 

Do not wait for me. 



I Cannot Stop Writing 


Why can I not stop writing poems? 
These short English poems 
No one cares to read 
Even once. 

My nerves are taut, 

My mind does not rest, 

I do not sleep well at all, 

Tell me, when will I stop thinking? 



The Other Side 


For the mornings hereafter 
I shall wait. 

I need not worry, 

The sea is calm, 

There will be no rain, 

The cloudless sky 
Will allow the sun to shine 
As brightly as before 
That will excite my world, 

Fill it with dreams, 

Invite many adventures 
And 

There will be no respite for me. 

I will not rest 

Till I reach the other side 

That is ever lit and peaceful 

I saw in my dreams 

Crowds soundless and restful, 

Unbound and rimless. 

Having crossed to the other side 
I will not whittle my nerves, 

Discard my will and beliefs. 

I will not weaken. 

I will only return after I find 

What made me cross to the other side. 



The Unheard Songs 

For more than fifty years 
I have laboured to write good poems 
That spoke of love and lovely thoughts. 

Many a time, I could hear 

The sound of sunlight strike my face, 

The trees, the waters and the tall towers 
That I saw; 

At other times, I think I even heard the Earth complain 
About the load of the swishing oceans it carries 
Without a break. 

I learnt to talk to the flowers and the stars, 

And the rocks, 

And to disperse words through the wind. 

From the Moon, I learnt to be calm and patient, 

From the Sun, I stole heat to make me move and rage, 
From the oceans, I gathered notes and wrote music. 

My dreams paved my path with hope and tears 

On which I could walk and run 

Brushing aside heated sand and burning coal. 

After all, existence is a manifestation of pain; 

I suffered pain like the rest, 

And like the rest I never was happy. 

All this I have narrated in my poems. 

Yet, not one poem matches 

The unheard songs the wind still carries proudly 

To my ears. 



My Camera 


My father never had spare money 
To spend on himself, 

That pained me. 

I wanted him to purchase a good camera, 

We did not possess any. 

Apart from what remained in our memory 
We had no record of the places we visited. 

I envied my friends flaunting their own. 

As I grew older my desire to own a camera 
Increased manifolds; 

Often I could not sleep at night. 

My wife was a much-worried person. 

I decided to purchase one. 

We reduced our expenses and saved money 
And on an auspicious day 
I did purchase an expensive camera. 

I was elated. 

Then began our rounds of excursions, 

Filming and obtaining photo-prints, 

And series of boasts. 

Within the year the craze for the camera died, 
I was not happy. 

One day I asked 

Why did I waste time longing for the camera 
That did not improve our life _ 



I could have longed and worked for my salvation; 

And, since then my camera 

Has stayed locked in my cupboard, 

Unused. 



Eternal Flame 


In my palm, 

I hold the flame 
That lit my heart bright, 
Filled it with feelings 
From grief to joy, 

Made me wipe tears 
And spread smiles; 

With it, I lit up 
My life's path. 

You want to see what I saw 
See that by my eyes, 

There will be no darkness 
For anyone to contend with 
Anytime anywhere then. 



Homecoming 


Unlock your door. 

Enter. 

You have not been here 
For a long while, 

This door opens 
Your home to you. 

You said you needed a place 
Where you could sleep undisturbed, 

No one has done so here. 

Who knows? 

Tomorrow 

You might struggle more 
And change the air 
But the crux of your story 
Will remain unchanged. 

While the Sun, the Moon and the stars 
Will shine for you, 

The days, the nights and the seasons 
Will open for you 
You may ask the Earth 
To spin only for you. 



Continuity 


There is the beginning 
Promising and reviving 
And there is the end 
Inevitable and certain 
Bringing to nought 
All efforts and struggles 
Invariably it restarts 
The engineered dreams 
Retrace hopes kept high 
But such efforts made 
Once again 
Lead us to nowhere 
The eternal wait 
For this cycle to end 
Continues 



Betrayed 


Oh, it is the same one 
I did not want to see 
This face. 

It has reached my office 
Immediately seeks 
Renown. 

On the wall behind me 
There it was 
Looking back at me. 



A Humble Request 


Why utter words, which do always discourage 

My obtuse intention of taking the final plunge 

To land on the other side of the unseen nowhere 

That has no gleam and never shines at all 

And from where I can by merely closing my eyes 

And thinking about the three phases of time all at once 

Be everywhere and roam anywhere near and far. 

Lest I decide to forego the riches that have come my way 
In place of my many pains and shattered dreams, 

When across the trundling stream of fate I had chosen to wade 

Dragging my sodden feet clutched by mud and sand 

I have found the evidence that is the truth 

Wrapped in deep faith and beliefs of the present and past, 

Pay no heed to the suggestions that brook revolts, I ask. 

Here I am not to make the fish, the birds and the animals talk 

Nor the herbs, bush and trees or even this earth and the twinkling stars, 

Here I am to accept the favours love and face odds that are right, 

For I do not weave dreams to deceive myself or the world I price; 

I do not aspire to swallow the Sun, the donor guardian of my soul, 

Nor the Moon, my faithful guide, whom I cherish and praise, 

So do away with the rotten feel mistrust has often enraged. 



My Next Birth 


I was about to die 
When someone asked 
What would I be 
In my next birth, 

He did not know 
I had no desire to lead 
Yet another wretched human-life. 
Nevertheless, I thought 
I can be an athlete, 

A matinee idol, 

An industrialist or a famed pilot 
But not a politician, 

People detest politicians. 

At last, I said - 

I should be a good human being 
I had not been in all my life. 

It took me such a long time to decide 
That I forgot to die. 



Teapot 


Two wise men 
watch the fire burn 
inside a teapot 
the water in it 
does not boil 
tea 

cannot be prepared 
one of them suggests 
lower the flame 
cover the teapot 
then water will boil 
the other protesting 
says 

the fire suffocated 
will not last 
they do not ask 
how could fire burn 
within a teapot 
filled with water. 



To Reside In Others' Heart 


You know, 

Every day I go past the cremation ground 
Located on the Yamuna bank, 

There my body will burn after I die, 

What would burn will be an inert shell 
My Atman having left it a lot earlier. 

And not at all frightening; 

I have no choice in this matter, 

A peaceful place does not exist on earth, 

And the thought of death can upset the bravest. 

I must tell my son 

Not to have my name engraved on a wall or floor 
Of that ground, 

That is not the way to keep me remembered. 
Come 

There is still plenty of time available 
I can still learn to reside in others' heart 


To live forever. 



The Stranger 


I am angry. 

I have a sharp blade in my hand 
With it, I could have 
Slashed the grin off his face, 

He continues to mock 

And infuriate me, I do not know him. 

He has played foul. 

He should not have stolen the place 
I occupied amidst wise and tested men, 
No one will approach me now 
Or pay heed to my speech. 

A stranger has upset my life. 



The Rose 


I am not dreaming 
There are its soft petals felt, 

The Rose in my hand freshly picked 
Exudes scent, I cannot throw it away; 

It reminds me of pleasant things 
I could not remember even in my dreams. 

I do not see the thorns that adorned the Rose, 

They represent the Truth that manifests as pain, 

A lasting pain; life is full of pain. 

Pleasantness does not last long it causes the feared pain, 
Truth manifests as lasting pain. 

Now, someone has deliberately hidden those thorns 

That will not ease anybody's pain 

And I cannot throw away the Rose I hold, 

It gives me hope, promises good things in life 
And a lesser reliance on dreams. 


Do I like dreams? 



In My Dream 


Tonight in my dream, I shall find you 
Sitting beside me dressed in the lehenga-choli 
That you wore at the Navaratri-dance, 

Your face covered by a pink-coloured dupatta; 

I shall not ask you to unveil your face 
Or your name which means little in my dreams 
Whose entire course I will and dictate, it is 
The lone field in my life, I can shape and design. 
In my previous dream, I had found you 
Walking in the garden lit up by the twinkling stars 
The golden hue of your sari emphasized. 

You will be in my dream to please me as before. 



Only For Me 


I can feel your love 
It is in the air that flows 
Around me. 

I can feel the warmth 
In the songs, you sing 
To arouse me. 

I can feel the depth 
Of the love you have 
Only for me. 



Ode To My Love 


I remember 
long ago 

looking very beautiful in a salwar kameez 
the dupatta and your hair flying in the wind 
slim and taut 

you stood with me on the Marine Drive 

not uttering a word 

watched the waves dash on the rocks 

and the sun slowly set 

it seemed a depressing sight to me 

but in your eyes 

there was a sparkle I had not seen before 
that of hope and love 
I knew about your love for me 
I was not aware 

you hopefully loved the entire world as much 
fifty years on 
bright and smiling 

you stand with me beautiful and proud 
wearing a pale blue gown 
your silvery-white hairs tied in a bun 
you know 

each flower, each grain of sand 

has a long tale to tell about their love for you 

my love for you. 



An Ode To The Moon 


O, Beloved Moon! 

I have done my work; 

I have regaled you with songs 
You had not heard before, 

Narrated tales of longing and love, 
Described my pain and delight, 

You have examined my tears and sighs 
Such as you had not thought of before. 
Your presence and silence, 

Comforted me 

And I could fall asleep. 

The sky in the east is aglow, 

Soon the sun will rise, 

Its brightness will hide you. 

But I have my tasks cut out; 

I have to go. 

0, Beloved Moon! 

I am in your sights, 

Only keep a watch over me, 

I should not stop thinking. 

I will write songs in praise of you 
That would enthral you more, 

I will sing them to you hiding in the wood 
On the edge of the lake reflecting you. 



Beloved Moon 


O, Solitary Moon! 

You roam in the sky alone 
Periodically pained 
By the burning Sun 
Slowly dragging you away from me 
As though needing you. 

Without you 

I would not have known love, 

And love is divine; 

Without you 

I would not have experienced time 
In its real terms; 

And without you 
I believe 

I could not have existed. 

That I exist and pulsate 
Is proof 

You belong to me, 0 Beloved Moon. 



Choice 


The peal of the temple bells 
The wind has carried to me, 

I can see you standing there 
Head bowed and eyes closed, 

Lost in deep meditation, praying 
For my wellness and long life; 

Not once have you prayed for yourself? 

You had left me in a tight spot, 

Though you knew I could never 
Ever stay far removed from you. 

Short of placing me on display 
You are proud to possess me 
Wantonly to be seen with me 
Everywhere and at any time, heedlessly. 

Why the visits to the temple, 

Why should you surrender to seek 
Any favour from any noteworthy. 

Save your prayers for your good, 

The wind tends to change its flow, 

I am yours bound or not bound, 

You will find me wherever you need. 



Awareness 


'Where to?' 

The old caretaker asked, 

When he saw me leave the room, 

The room I had occupied since birth 
And it was my only known world. 

'You do not know the ways of the outside; 

You will soon lose yourself, 

Who will locate you then?' 

He asked. 

Standing at the door, I surveyed the outside. 

Even though the colours and the sounds were familiar, 
It did not smell the same as the room I just left; 
Something was amiss. 

There was no one to welcome or guide me. 

I let out a loud cry and wept. 

That my second birth was as painful as my birth 
I did not complain to the caretaker. 



The Rainy Season 


During the rainy season this year too 
We would share the same metal bench 
We had set for us 
In the middle of the park, 

Our favourite place to watch the raindrops fall 
Upon the leaves and the grass and us. 

We would continue to sit 

In the daylight diffused by the clouds 

With water running down our hairs, 

Grinning at each other, 

And then, intoxicated, 

Let out a loud yell while spraying rain, 

The peak of pleasure. 

Not many people know us 
And no pair of eyes that follow, 

We would again be free to be free 

To soil our clothes and face 

And enjoy the rainy season about to start 

When the earth will refresh and smile. 



Candles 


Somebody has given me candles 

Some green, some yellow and some white, 

What would I do with these! 

My rooms are alit 

And there is no occasion to celebrate. 
Other than me, no one lives here, 

Windows are papered and sealed, 

There are no books for me to read 
And no ideas to implement; 

When it is dark, I go to sleep. 

What am I to do with these candles? 

Let me take them next door, 

My poor neighbours need light, 

They read and write 
And plan their days. 



Find Fault In Me 


Found a fault in me, you say! 

I am too valuable; 

Seek an amend, 

Otherwise 

You will let loose sadness, 

There will be much grief 
And mourning, 

People will shed tears, 

Pull their hair 
Crying hoarse my name 
As though I were dead. 

You do not want me dead, do you? 
For your own sake 
Annul your search, 

Do not find fault in me. 



I Cannot Lose You 


I am standing at a crossroad, 

The options for me are limited, 
One of the three directions 
I must choose. 

From where I have reached, 

It is the fourth, 

It is a compulsion, 

Where you are 
Nobody complains. 

It is already getting dark, 

Your window I cannot find, 

You have not lit the lamp, 

You have not shown me the way, 
I cannot reach you this way. 

The left or the right, 

The opposing directions, 

They confuse me 

And there is no light to know 

Which way to go? 

I can hear you breathe, 

I can feel your pulse, 

You are my shadow chasing me. 
You do not keep a window open, 
You do not light a lamp, 

Who does see you? 



I cannot see you, 

I must stay where I am, 
I cannot lose you. 



Introspectare 


Often forthright in his assessments 
He announced - 

One awakens from a sound sleep only, 

No one does 

From a disturbed sleep; 

Dreams too disturb sleep, he added 
While sipping tea. 

Those who listen to him 

Were left pondering 

Over the kind of sleep, they availed, 

No one questioned him. 



His Silence 


I often wonder at his silence, 

The grave silence he maintains. 

What purpose does it serve? 

I have often asked. 

He does not open out his heart, 

Of what use are emotions then! 

He does not speak out his mind, 

Why concoct different thoughts. 

I cannot stand and watch him melt away, 

I cannot stretch my patience. 

He has not spoken a single word 

From the time, he stopped meeting people 

He stays withdrawn from this world. 

Maybe, he has switched off his mind 
To enter a new world. 

I see him now in the shade of a mango tree 
Twirling a twig, 

His eyes scan the farthest hedge. 

I should walk up to him, 

He cannot be left alone anywhere, 

Already he has wandered too far. 



Ode To My Dreams 


Tormented by 
Unfulfilled promises 
I have loitered 
In the wood of memories 
Unable to forget you. 

You have done me 
More harm than good, 

I will not remind you 
Of the promises you made 
In haste, 

That you did not keep. 

For you promises are 
Forgettable words. 

In the darkest niche 
Of the cave opening to the sea 
You retreat to reset old memories, 
Release the pain already suffered 
And break your pride, 

Become ordinary 
And draw me in; 

This is the ploy 

You have used to fool me. 

0 Dreams! Ages pass by. 



When I Weep 


When I weep 
My face is wet. 

My tears flow 
Drop by drop. 

The pain is intense, 
They merely drip. 

This way is wrong, 
It is a strain. 

I want my tears 
To pour out fast. 

I should weep, 
When I must, 
Profusely. 



Where Am I 


I came here long ago 
Searching 
Till this day 
I have not found me 
Hidden in the bush 
Or beneath piles of dust 
Or atop the clouds 
Gleaming in a strange light 
Or in the woods 

I shall not probe your heart 
Or your eyes 
Or your mind 
Or your breath 

Nor the words you loudly utter 
To find me like a shadow 
Hiding 
Do tell me 


Where am I 



My Lotus Pond 


I cannot arrest 
The dry, hot air 
Blowing my way 
Stealing the water 
I had stored 
In my Lotus pond; 
My flowers will die. 
There are no birds 
To monitor the Loti 
Already in bloom 
And no clouds either 
To shade them, 

I must stay here 
To fill the pond 
With the life-giving 
Precious water, 
There will be a song 
On my lips to break 
The silence. 



The Mirror 


I would not have seen him coming 
Had I closed my eyes 
I wanted him to see his face, 
Severely pained and distorted 
In the mirror, I had bought for him 
To remind him of his neat self. 
Mirrors do not lie 
Even if we change our looks; 

There can never be 
A biased perception of truth. 

Neat selves aren't affected by 
Pain and compulsions, 

I want him to use the mirror 
I would use it to check my verve. 



Dealing Dreams 


I spent an awful night 
Dealing dreams 
I found no takers; 

They said - 
My dreams 
Were old and stale, 

And wouldn't work for them. 
I did not blame them; 

They did not know the way 
To reach others' mind 
To savour strange thoughts 
And walk with them. 

I did not sleep. 



Glory Of Life 


The crowning glory of my life, 

I have not died, 

I am still alive 

Despite seeking death for over thirty years. 
My father evaluated my efforts and work, 
After his death, I was alone. 

I lost faith in God and Destiny, 

I lost faith in myself. 

At least Brihadratha had Sakayana, 

I had no one with me. 

I could have drowned myself 

Slit my wrist or consumed sleeping pills 

And ended my life, I did not. 

I could destroy my body, 

But I cannot destroy That which gave me life. 
I have allowed my life to run its course; 

On my own, I have suppressed my mind. 
Now, I am not alone. 



Forever Love 


You ignored me, 

You did not pause 
Or even look at me 
As you passed by. 

But you do love me. 

You did not falter, 

I did not sense hate, 

I felt I was wanted. 

You walked away 
And did look back 
To see me watch you 
Go away. 

About my love for you 
I was certain, 

Your love for me 
Made you return to me. 



Summer Heat 


The summer heat is fierce. 

I did not find a shade 
The water in the trough, 

With that, I wet my clothes 
To cool my burning self 
And wear a beaming smile. 

The summer heat is fierce. 
My eyes do scan the sky 
To sight a cloud or two, 

And hope for early rain 
That would revive my land 
And heal the paining psyche. 



The Pain Of Being 


Hold your voice 
Do not yell 

He has come running 
A mile swiftly 
Read his face 
It is glowing 
Excitement is writ large 
He is panting for breath 
Let him rest for a while 
He has come to live 
In the land 
Where Death reigns 
He is not aware of life 
He does not know the pain 
Of being 

He has not seen Darkness yet 
Nor experienced fear 
The pain of living will show him 
To where Death leads 
Away from light 



Ashes 


Ashes, warm and crumbling 
Of my memories and doings, 

A hot gust of wind 
Will soon blow them away 
To be lost forever 
Beneath the Sands of Time. 

0 August Fire! 

Do not delay; 

I do not need these attachments 
As I lie on my pyre 
Awaiting your touch. 

My body, shrouded in white, is cold; 
No one weeps for me, 

No one held me close when I died, 

No one needed me. 

Carry me to your ever-lit abode 0 Fire 
Make me free again. 



My Love For You 


The unspeakable 
Is in my heart - 
My love for you, 

That I cannot express 
In fear of breaking 
The silence 
Imposed on me 
To avoid re-checks. 
Long ago, I had said 
I love you, 

Since then I have led 
A graced life. 



The Summer Months 


Do remind me of the summer months, 

The hot and sultry Mays and Junes, 

When there were no ACs or dessert-coolers 
Only primitive rickety DC fans whirled 
And gradually cooled our perspiring skin. 
There were not many refrigerators either; 
The ice bought from the icehouse crushed 
Cooled the Shikanjavis and the Keora drink. 
If this was not enough, 

We poured cold water on our heads 

And enjoyed its evaporation 

On our heated neck, body and limbs; 

Then, we waited for the dust storms to blow 
And cool our homes and towns. 

My friend! Do remind me of those months. 
Lest I forget the adventurous days 
And lose sight of my long old sufferings. 



The Dreams I Have Lost 


The light pail I carry, 

Filled with my dreams, 

Has a hole in it, 

Whenever I move 
The dreams pour out 
To the chagrin of those 
Who neither sleep nor dream. 
In their eyes 

Uneasy would rest my dreams. 

Must I snatch those dreams! 

If only to recycle them, 

Make them generally accepted, 
More beautiful to watch 
And endearing. 

But the dreams I have lost 
Were meant for me alone, 

Not for replays; 

I must at once stop the leak. 



Wanted Sleep 


What makes me live 
When I do not wish to, 

Who opposes me 
Other than I. 

I need not labour 
There are no goals set, 

No one likes me 
I cling on and on they think. 
But I do deserve a chance 
So be it, 

I have earned a rest 
Now let me sleep 
The sleep I have waited 
All my life, 

The sleep I have wanted 
All my life. 



Smiles 


Arisen from sleep, seeing things unchanged 
And finding your own engaged in a chase 
Or an intense tug of war: 

This is the greatest wonder in life 
That only a few can visualize 
While listing the days when on their lips 
Genuine smiles had spread 
Somewhat teasingly. 



In Love 


Then 

When all was quiet 
To please her 
I whispered into her ears 
Sweet nothings 
That held her captive 
That she wanted to hear 
Hear my voice 
Evermore 

She does not remember 
What I said 

But she did say unto herself 
"He cannot leave me now 
I want him to hold me 
Pressed close to him 
As one" 

I saw these words 
Flash in her excited eyes 
And I held her tightly 
In my arms 
Is this love? 



Fear Of Death 


The fear of dying 
Arrests me. 

I know I am to die 

But when would it be 

This very thought 

Puzzles me 

And I die repeatedly. 

And, 

Each moment that I live 
Is as dreary 
As the last one lived 
By me. 

Since I am to die 
I must die peacefully 
Tucked in my bed 
Between fresh sheets. 
Will I be remembered 
As a man of substance, 

I do not know, 

But I have worked hard 
To stay alive. 

Treat me softly, 0 Death 



Darkness Of The Night 


I live on the other side of the hill 
Not facing the sea 
It does not rain much there 
There are no rivers to flood 
From inside the thatched hut 
During the day 

I watch the leafy branches swing 

And the birds fly 

The quadrupeds chase and hide 

In the bushes at the base of old trees 

There is plenty to eat 

During the night 

Entertained by the Moon and stars 

I listen to strange unknown sounds 

Rudely break the nightly silence to warn me 

Of the impending threat held out 

By the darkness of the night 

I see many shadowy figures 

Dangle in the air and silently float 

Towards me and cover me 

I fear the lonely nights 

They could be the end of me 



Feared Nights 


The darkness of the winter night 
Fills me with cold fear, 

I do not close my eyes and ears 
But stay alert, 

And my friend, who has 

Joined me in the nightly adventure, 

He is fast asleep, 

I do not disturb his sleep, 

I do not want him to know my fear 
That makes for my nightly adventures. 
I cannot open up my mind to him, 

Be exposed as a weakling. 

By way of protection 

And nothing else to do 

I watch the nights drag on till day-rise. 



Dawn 


Shy, 

She does not face the sun, 

I believe she should. 

The brilliance of the sun 
Is no match to the radiance 
Exuded by her face and eyes, 

That much beautiful is my love. 

I see her every day, 

Her tresses flying loose, 

Wearing a bright red bindi on her forehead, 
Dressed in a sari of the colour of sunlight, 
Her eyes lowered as though 
Sizing the smile on her lips. 

During daytime 
She stands in the shade 
As she waits for the sun to set 
Knowing 

She makes the sun jealous, 

Makes it burn away in anger 
And heat its surroundings more. 

Always 

She has the long nights to spend, 

Then protected she hides in its darkness 
Till she emerges 
Heralding each sunrise. 



Nameless 


There is a crisis 
On hand, 

I have no name. 

No one can hail 
Or identify me. 

What am I to do? 

Do me a favour, 

Give me a name, 

Call me by that, 

Others will follow 
Suit soon 
And eagerly seek 
Joy beside me, 

I will not be alone then. 
I will be happy. 



Morning Hours 


Each day, 

They are 

The early morning hours 
I relish most. 

In those brief moments 
Freshness is everywhere, 
Life seems renewed; 

It gives way to words 
That initiate purposeful acts 
Resulting in delight 
And much laughter; 

I do not miss these hours. 
They give me happiness 
And provide me time 
To build my thoughts. 



In Retrospect 


He said - 

'Grab Time by its forelock/ 

And I thought, now being quite old, 

Time would have lost his mane, 

How could I grab Time? 

He said - 

'Hold the wind tightly in your fist, 

Do not let it escape/ I could not, 

No one ever taught me to catch the wind 
With my bare hands. 

He said - 

'Close your eyes and peep within, 

You will see yourself bathed in light/ 

Suppose I am blind, I have not seen me in daylight 
How could I with my eyes closed? 

He said - 

'Your game is up/ 

He did not specify which game 
But I knew I was exposed; 

The good and bad of me lies in the open. 



Turmoil 


A glass of milk and a glass of wine, 

These are on the table placed for me. 

Did I have any choice as I walked away 
From the place where the two seas meet? 

I know they differ in their nature and flow, 
One is dark the other is of a lighter shade, 
Over them, the same wind gently blows 
To smooth out moods that usually clash, 
Raise waves which mingle and do not strike. 
Hard it is to navigate these seas. 



A Pair Of Shoes 


I own a pair of patent shoes 
Leather-soled and leather-topped 
With basic heels for I am tall. 

These were for me my cosy wear 
I bought them sixteen years ago 
Had never worn them ever since. 

Last night I found them wrapped and lay 
Still gleaming black and very new, 

They graced a dusty cardboard box. 

I tried them on and strode a step 
The shoes did not squeak or bite, 

I had my feet snugly ensconced. 

It's then I sought my faithful ones 
My much worn grey old dry sandals 
And asked them what I must do now. 

My sandals smiled and loudly cried - 
'Do wear your shoes! Do wear your shoes 
And free us from your stinking feet/ 



The Glass-panes 


Often noted 

The language we speak is 

What we mutually think, understand and express 
Differentially 

As interrupted by errors, doubts and short-sight, 

As that much dust sticking to the clear glass-panes 
Not washed by trickles of rain. 

Often noticed 
Clean glass-panes, 

Letting in and reflecting sunlight, 

Rule out interruptions, 

And the reasons to talk; 

But talk builds and relates feelings and actions, 

It binds. 



Belief 


I thought I was 
Made of a sterner stuff 
Than steel 
I stood stunned 
When she said 
Her love for me is dead 
And I believed her. 



My Robe 


Where is my jewel-studded robe 

I had laid it on the grass to catch sunlight 

Render the precious stones to shine bright 

As do the stars in the sky 

To do away the darkness of the nights 

Someone has taken away that robe 

Darker than the Moon-less night it is 

Please find it for me 

I have to wear my robe 

Lest the brilliance of my mind dazzles me 

And makes me skip a step 

And benumb my heart 

You wouldn't want me to do that, my friend 



Simplicity 


When I was young, 

Just beginning to know about my world 
And myself, 

My father insisted upon instilling simplicity 
In my thoughts and deeds; 

He made me a simple person I am. 

When I speak or write 

I avoid using demanding words and phrases 
Or constructs 
Because I believe 

That the most beautiful things existing 

Are the simple ones universally loved and admired. 

It puzzles me 

Why make our simple and basic emotions 
Difficult to convey or understand 
Using more words 

When only two or three ordinary words 
Would suffice. 



Lasting Sleep 


In the evening of my life 
I feel my senses weaken, 
My eyes heavy with sleep 
Seek quiet cover of night. 

My sleep must last forever, 
No one will dare disturb it. 
My awareness was torture, 
I don't wish to suffer more. 

0 blissful Sleep, drown me, 
Take me down your depth. 
Hide me there in your fold; 
Let no weary eye see me. 



Lead 


Say, 

When I lose the briskness in my walk 

Or the sight of broken glass beneath my bare feet 

Or the cash kept in my purse to a swindler 

Or my way back home alone 

I am no longer young but quite old. 

My senses folding up their shop 
Soon I will lose my eyesight, 

I will be unable to hear and feel, 

That there is no discomfort or pain, 

I will stop thinking about my world and me 
As I begin my journey to the place of no return. 
For a day or two, I can be the talk of the town 
But, 

From the third or fourth day after my death 
No one will remember me, 

My existence erased from public memory. 

Need I worry? No. 

It is not that I have died 


For the first time. 



Joyless Dreams 


Desist from evil, learn to do good deeds; 
Dhammapada advises. 

And, thus I have behaved faithfully 
But to no avail. 

I have changed, 

The world around me has not. 

While evil prevails 

The goodness in me stays throttled. 

With each moment spent I find 
The light within grows dimmer, 

My eyes strain to see me 
Reflected in the eyes of those 
Maintaining a watch over me, 

My awakened mind protests, 

I do not see me riding the winds 
to any great distance; 

There can be no joy in my dreams. 



Thought 


The pretence 

Of one life chasing another 
Must end, 

This hunt has no winner. 
Find or make together 
Is the call loud and clear, 
No one does wait, 

Abide with Time. 

Slowly evolve all thoughts 
And life, 

Rapid is the course 
Calamities take. 



Bound 


In converse 
To his overture 
My reaction was 
Ask to be free 
Bound I was. 

I could not be free 
Till the traditions 
Binding me 
Weren't destroyed, 

The stream of emotions 
Had not dried 
And the path to hell 
Wasn't left open. 

I told him 

I could never be free, 


Perdition, I could not relent. 



Aloofness 


Wearing a smile 
He came, my friend of old, 

He carried with him 
Pleasant thoughts and dreams, 

I was overjoyed. 

Pleasantness is for all to share. 

But for his aloofness 
That made him a stranger 
I did not worship him 
Or ask him to stay; 

I did not ask him to share 
With me his thoughts and dreams. 

It is time for him to go 
I shall accompany him to the door 
He is not pleased to leave me, 

If not his dreams 

I ought to have shared his thoughts 
That would have given him joy. 

He is my friend 

He will come again 

But after shedding his aloofness. 



Lost My Way 


The wall that blocks my path 
I lean against for quiet support. 

The dust beneath my feet swirls 
As the stealthy wind rushes past 
To climb over the green hills. 

The crowd that kept the watch on me 
Has dispersed; at the crossroad 
Someone has removed the plaque, 

I do not know now which way to go. 

I did not befriend the clouds 
Or the lightning, 

So the birds ignore me; 

They prefer to hide from me, 

The trees give them shade. 

Where is the shade for me? 

I know, I cannot retrace my steps 
I have lost my way. 



Chagrin 


Do I need a large group 
to appreciate my poems? 

Must I put on display my wares 

to draw the attention of the disinterested? 

Must I climb a rickety stair-case 

using tricks and tales to become famous? 

Must I write only on popular topics 

to line up people to read my poems? 

What makes me think on such terms? 

Am I not free to write what I want? 

Am I not free to please myself? 

What if people do or do not read my poems? 
What if people praise or deride my efforts? 
Why must I depend on them? 

Tell me. 



Readiness 


In the shade of the banyan tree, 

An old man prepares the libation for me 
That would give energy and strength 
To scale many a peak and gain fame; 

I wait for him to complete his task, 

He will serve me the draught I yearn, 

Then on, 

I shall ignite the fires on its either side, 
The road, I intend to take has blind turns 
But I shall reach your doorsteps, 0 Death! 
With the knowledge, you had gifted to me 
When I did not understand, it made me 
Fearless and dare the dictates of life. 



I Do Not Pray 


You ask me - 

As to why I do not pray. 

What else more is there for me? 

Already I have the Sun, the Moon and the stars, 
The heat, the rain and the snow, 

The desert sand, mountains, the sky and the seas 
And the rivers and the green, 

I also have thoughts and emotions gifted to me. 

I cannot ask for anything else or more. 

0 Lord of the Universe! 

Do not tease me. 

Do not ask about what I need or desire. 

Let me stay with the things I have 
Let me enjoy my peace of mind. 



Verity 


if 

The search for light 
In a lit up room 
Is total madness, 

If not madness 
What can the search 
For darkness 
Dispelled by light 
Be. 



Burden 


The load that I carry on my shoulders 
Grows heavier with each step, 

I am climbing and need to push it uphill; 

At a decent high place, I must set it down. 

I have to reach the top of the rocky tor 
I do not want the boulder to roll downhill. 

At this moment, 

Instilled in my mind is the worthiness of my task, 
My heart too harbours sincere intents, 

Armed with these I will push the boulder uphill 
To at least plug the leak 

The gushing stream from nowhere has caused; 

Its waters have swamped my beautiful world. 



Till Then 


An owl screech 
Then 

The haunting stillness 
I see 

A shadow move 
Not of a predator 
But of Time 
Moving the Earth 
Now 

Till it stops 
I have to wait 



Return 


There is no happiness in my life, 

No pleasure found, 

Rudely awakened from my sleep 
I wander alone 

In the world of doubt and pain. 

I must go back to where I was, 
Return to what I was, 

A simple self, 

That will give me immense pleasure 
And the peace I badly need. 



No Place To Hide 


Finally, 

He blew the whistle 
As though to alert me. 

I had erred, 

I hid my crime 
Fearing punishment. 

Now, 

There is no place 
For me to hide. 



A Qa'taa in English Language 


I seek comforts and a life of ease, 

With plenty of time for me with me. 

I must forget the past and the pain, 

I endured as though they were for me. 



Vibrations 


In low tones 
The ancient chant 
It emerges out of 
The whetting stone 
Indeed, it hones 
My thinking and sight 
Revives intellect and 
Weak resolve. 

The ancient chant 
It continues 
It soothes the ear 
Banishes fear 
And pithy darkness 
Awakens the mind 
And rouses the body 
To act 

To seek adventure 
Open closed doors 
To let in light and fresh air. 

With the ancient chant 
Beginning to play on my lips 
Braving the wind 
Rain and sunlight 



Unafraid I stand tall 
Atop a barren rock 
Arms outstretched 
Gazing at the blue sky. 
I feel many vibrations 
Of a different kind 
Explore my body 
Daring to uncover me. 



Grief 

She has shed many tears, 

Did not stop their flow, 

The whole night 
She sat at the door 
Weeping. 

She need not wait for him anymore, 
He will not come back to her 
The one who has gone sailing 
On the high seas 
Seeking new adventures. 

A Prospero had conjured 
A storm to torment and kill him. 
Why did he die alone! 

He could have chosen to die 
In her arms instead 
As a warrior 

Covered by his blood and her love, 
She knew he loved her, 

Perhaps he loved the sea more. 

The Sun has risen, 

It is an early morning hour. 

She has run out of tears, 

She will not weep now 
Either during the day 
Or the following night 
Or the days after. 



You Left Me 


You left me 
To cry 

In the room you kept 
Open for me. 

I thought, 

You would 
Be with me 
To share my grief. 

All of a sudden 
You left me to me 
To deal with me 


And die. 



Nearness 


I want you to be near me 
At the usual window 
Where I stand alone 
In wait for you. 

Tell me where you have been, 
Talk about your adventures, 

I want you to speak to me, 
Narrate your experience, 

I will help you string your words. 
I must know how you feel. 

I ask, 

On your next venture 
Take me with you, 

We shall then bind our words 
And preserve them for all time. 



Wishful Thinking 


At sunrise, the birds come rushing in 
To announce the rise of a new morn, 
They make me leave my sleep to hear 
The lilting song that makes me dance. 

This day or next, the count goes on 
Of the favours sought and those agreed, 
The things in hand and on the shelf 
Belong to the hearts that keep the count. 

Which way my feet drag I must proceed, 
That I have in mind, I must achieve. 
What is merriment or tears to me, 

After the Known, I am, known to me. 



My Poems 


I do not deny, 

The itch to write is there, 

I suffer from it all day and night, 

The burning sensation my body bears 
I cannot describe. 

People watching 

Call me a heedless wanderer, 

I have nothing to lose or hide, 

They should accept me as I am 
And not cover my steps. 

I only know 

I find relief in my older poems 
That only a few read to talk about, 
These inspire me 
And I continue to write. 



Our Place 


We cannot be happy. 

Hidden from the prying eyes 
The distant stars burn 
Invisible in daylight, 

They do not sparkle. 

Over and above the worldly din, 

The sound of silence already spread 
To distances beyond the blue sky 
Impossible to reach, 

Is the inaudible cry of the Universe, 

The crackle of the beings attempting to free. 

On a vast canvas 

The dwarfs and the giants, 

The bright and the dull, 

The weak and the strong, 

And the dead and the dying 
Are merely appearances 
That suffer erasure. 

Where are we? Nowhere. 

What are we? Nothings. 

Success and happiness are not for us, 

Rest and peace are not for us, 

Why smile! 



Disturbed State 


The assault is on. 

Far in the West 
The sound of gunfire 
Is heard, 

Soon it will be 

The whistle of the bombs 

Raining from the sky, 

There will be destruction, 
There will be many deaths. 
We expected this to happen 
Any day. 

The stupid sabre-rattling, 

It has now ended. 

Our neighbour wants war 
Let him have it then. 

Why avoid the unavoidable? 

I wasn't dreaming was I, 

An old dream! 



Gravity 


Granted, 

My poems provoke minds, 

Incite thoughts, 

Throw open windows and doors, 

Allow fresh air to flow in, 

Invite brightness to light up minds, 

My surrounding world remains unchanged. 
The rude will to dominate prevails, 

Anger and vengeance wreak havoc, 
Destroy amity and goodwill, 

Make my life too, miserable. 

My poems failed me. 

I now question my being, 

Of what use has been my birth? 

What have I gained by staying alive? 

Who is responsible for this mess? 

What is happiness? 

When I ask as many did before me 
Silence strikes back. 



My Laughter 


This morning as I stepped out of my house, 
In a mood to celebrate my liberty 
From imagined bonds, 

I found 
I was alone, 

Locked in a tin box, I left my laughter behind 
And there was no sound following me, 

The tin box did not rattle. 

My heart sank for I knew, 

Without me, my laughter was dead. 

I had nothing to celebrate now. 



Inkling 


In this crowded world 

His shoulder will be for me to cry on, 

For, just as I have, standing atop the wooded hill 
He has seen the daylight fade. 

In daylight, I can see the good and the bad in me, 

It is a misleading experience. 

I thought 

I have watched the Sun, the giver of life, 

Dip below the horizon, to die. 

The origin of all pain has not died, and that saddens me. 
I want to cry. 

My other me shares my grief, 

That he tastes the same food I take, 

Thinks the same way, 

I can use his shoulder to cry. 

Must I? I ask. 



The Smile 


With a grin pasted on his face 
He roams the city streets 
On the lookout for a genuine smile, 
Loud laughter he has heard 
Many a time, 

He wants to experience 
The peace and the quiet 
Of a smile 

That exudes inner happiness 
And adds beauty to its wearer, 

The one wholly satisfied. 

He has not found any, 

He does forget 
He started with a lie. 



Forsaken 


Most eagerly I wait for you to come 
To rid me of my protracted misery, 

The life I lead is of the vilest kind 
Save me from that I've come to hate. 

It seems my soul is not yours to take, 
0 Death, you have surely forsaken me. 
Don't tell me I am fated to live forever 
To continue to suffer the pain of life. 



Destiny 


You see fresh footprints on the sand, 
Someone has walked on it before you 
Towards the blue waves of the sea, 

Your footprints are there on the sand. 

While you walk towards the sea alone, 

It knows your approach and watches you, 
Besides your ears, a breeze rushes past 
And your heart sounds a cheerful beat. 

But why does the sea often recede 
In the time, it will break in front of you, 
There will be sunlight to pierce the rise 
The waves will tell their secrets to you. 

0, Ravi! Forget these gallant efforts 
Happiness meant for all is a certainty, 

You will make the placid sand glow 
To vie with the Sun blazing away. 



Storytelling - The Old Way 


In the forest 
The Keeper of Fruits 
A crude man is he, 
He broke his cane. 

He stood at a bend 
Near his cave 
To fend the apes 
That stole his fruits. 
Hungry they were, 

He did not care 
And on their backs 
He broke his cane. 

Taking a break 
The apes are gone 
To heal their wounds 
In a cosy shade, 
Soon they will come 
To feast again 
On the fruits that be 
Mangoes, 

Bananas and peach. 



That crude man, 
Detested by all, 

Will once more return 
To protect his goods; 
If need be 

He will strike the apes 
And break his cane. 



Oh To Be Free 


I say 

I have borne it far too long 
A painful task it has been for me 
My body grips me evilly 
It tortures me 
Roasts me alive 

Not letting me go free for a single moment 

The pain I have endured 

The experience I have gained 

The knowledge I have acquired 

For what purpose 

Now I have run out of patience 

I cannot wait any more 

I must rid myself of this burden 

I pray 

Somebody take it off me at once 
Please peel it away 
Help me be free 



Message Of Love 


O Koel, 

Uddanda, the pre-eminent, says - 
As I walked through the dense forests 
You and the other birds recited the Vedas, 

You also carried my message 

To my beloved wife in Chendamangalam. 

You now refuse to take across the great rivers 
To Sushma, 

My message of love. 

I beg of you to go there, 

Tell my beloved that I miss her, 

Even though her face etched on my heart 
Accompanies me, 

I am lonesome, 

I cannot do without her 
My eyes ache to see her. 

Here, chained to the prison-wall, 

I cannot escape and be with her. 

Fly away, 

Tell her my love for her is generous and undying, 
The green plains, the hills and the rushing rivers 
Will not hold you back, you know the way. 

0 Koel, please hurry, 

Be swift in your flight. 



Right Of Way 


Pay heed to me, 

I am not the past 

lYou can easily throw away. 

The words I utter 
They do evoke dreams, 

They are the world's inlay. 

You and I, 

Whenever we ride 
Give Time its right of way. 



Buried Dreams 


In the forest 
Where roam 
Truth and Lies 
I have buried 
My dreams 
A mile deep. 

I have seen them 
All wither 
In the open eyes 
Accustomed to 
Low and 
Bright daylight. 



Outside The Door 


I heard a crowd 
Outside my house 
Singing a song 
Written by me 
Many years ago 
To woo you. 

I heard the crowd 
Wanting to know 
Your whereabouts 
I did not know, 

We parted as friends 
We did not meet. 

I heard my voice 
Seeking a change 
The revival of mood 
Of tenderness 
That stays in us 
Never to die. 

I heard a noise, 

Outside the door 
You stood alone 
White-haired and creased, 
You had come this far 


To save me. 



A Simple Life 


Why 

Give shape to thoughts 
Seek new patterns 
Why dream 
I have no wants 
I have no demands 
I possess nothing 
Bound to life 
There is no liberty 
I cannot decide 
I have no free will 
I obey orders 
I follow dictates 
I do not compete 
What else can I do? 

Think of tomorrows! 

What will become of me? 
No 

There are no complications 
I lead a simple life 
A happy one 



Lost Words 


When the words once heard are lost, 
Memory dulls 
And silence reigns. 



You Want To Meet Me 


Do not tell me, 

Your love for me is infallible. 

Your eyes do not show 
The wait for me 
Nor do I feel 

The old warmth in your touch. 

The flowers that bloomed below your window 
Are all wilted, and the air carries no scent, 
The shadows created by the sunlight 
Are darker and dense. 

Yet, you want to meet me. 

What holds me on to you, I wonder? 

Not the varying brightness of the Moon 
Or the silence of the nights intense 
That you fear and come to doubt. 

You did not want me where the river bends, 

I could drown, you said, 

Nor on the sandy Marina beach, 

The tide could carry me away, 

I will meet you in the mountains then, 

Far from the probing eyes and ears. 



The Ink And My Pen 


I did not wait for the ink to dry 
I rested my pen before the paper was crumpled 
And my writing obliterated 

By the creases of the paper on which were written by me 
Many short and long words that lauded nature 
No longer do I need any paper to write them down again 
The words that now remain firmly fixed in my memory 
But I do need the ink and my pen beside me 
If only to remind me of the manner 
My thoughts and words had flowed 
And about which I alone could write 



A Poet's Lament 


Apart from criticizing my poetry 

What else can you do to degrade me more? 

Already the shreds of the lines I wrote 

And the words that have lost their sound and roar, 

They fill the space between earth and sky. 

With their ears glued to the live tree trunks, 

The multitude that meets my tear-filled eyes, 

Is no longer excited, as they used to be. 

What more, how far should I prepare to bear? 



Sun Rays 


At dawn 

The golden sun rays 
Revive, 

They energize 
Sleepy life. 

At daytime 
The golden sun rays 
Turn on the heat, 
Then the living 
Slog and burn. 

At dusk 

The golden sun rays 
Withdraw, 

Night lulls the tired 
To sleep. 

At night-time 

The golden sun rays 

Recharge, 

Gather and reset 


Their wits. 



Rubai 


Rubai - 1. 

The mighty pen that dictates wrote 
And set the world upon an orderly rote 
Now lies buried beneath the driest sand 
0 Wind, uncover it with words of note. 

Rubai - 2. 

Then it was that the mighty lords swung 
Their blades took off the wooden rung 
Sparks and smoke that filled the air 
Bloodied the songs they had just sung. 



Do Not Break Me 


Why have you raised your fist? 

Have I annoyed you? 

You will not regret inquiring about me, 

I never do about you. 

I thought I knew the words you understood, 
Therefore, 

I told you about the happenings in my life 
In a simple way, 

Nothing complicated there was to it. 

Having known you 
I could pamper or offend you, 

But I do not engage in adventures, mind you. 
Equipped with facts I meander amidst trees. 
Maybe 

I avoid efforts to avoid fatigue, 

You ask me to exert, why should I? 

I am the immaterial thing floating about, 

In truth, I am your thoughts, 

Produce of your mind, 

Lighter than air, 

Ready to live and die with you. 

Encourage me to boost you 
Do not break me. 

I say, do not break me. 

Put down your raised fist. 



Faceless 


Somebody has stolen my face, 

I loved my face 
Because of it 

I knew it was I in the mirror 
As existing in this world. 

What will I do now? 

I no longer have my eyes 
Or nose or mouth or my cleft chin, 

Only my ears. 

Who will tell me I am the one he knew, 

Call me by my name, 

Blame me by my calling. 

The people who know me will not know me, 
They will soon forget me. 

They will not read my poems, 

They will leave me to die without my face. 



The Coffee Mug 


The coffee mug filled with hot Bru 
Does not rattle as it sits 
Upon the table facing the wind 
Fierce and cold 
It waits for me to pick it up, 

Take a sip and enjoy its warmth. 

The words I use 

Why do they mean differently 

To people who live in different parts 

Of the same world. 

The sky to me represents 
The Infinite, 

The Uncreated and the Imperishable; 

To others, it represents Love 
That is Finite and perishable, 

Created by the Infinite. 

I am the Finite, 

I can love or hate. 

Our beliefs and faith 

These feelings needlessly divide our world, 
I cannot ignore this fact. 

The smell of good coffee lures me, 

I have eased myself into the cane-chair, 

Picked up the mug 

To taste the coffee, served for me. 



Lonely Sky 


To receive me 

The sky opened its arms wide, 
And I had gazed at it only once. 
Now, 

I know why 

The sky is friendless. 

It does not seek, 

It does not differentiate. 



Warning Me 


Hiding 

With darkness 
In narrow crevices 
And 

Feeding on minds 
Feeble and slack, 
Evil abounds 
As anger and spite. 

Seated on grass 
Wet and cool 
A dark-eyed child 
With clear insight 
Sucking its thumb 
Had told me so 
At the ring of bells 
Warning me. 



Surprised 


Could have uncoiled slowly, 

The viper with the horned head, 
Rudely venomous, 

Hiding between mossed boulders 
Lining the sunlit riverbank, 

Then could be seen its marks, 

Its subtle designs and caution, 
Thought the nibbling mouse, 
Taken by surprise, 

About to die. 



To My Wife On My 77 th Birthday 


Call it what you like 
My feelings will never change 
My love for you will remain the same 
The naughty twinkle in your eyes 
And the tenderness of your lips 
Stirs the love for you in me. 

Without you, I cannot be. 

Even though all can see 
To match their togetherness with ours 
The closed spaces betwixt you and me, 
Clasping each other, we are the two flowers 
Swaying in the breeze. 



Trapped 


He boldly announced, 

'I shall change its complexion; 

This world has not awakened to reality yet, 

Allow me to acquaint it with the truth that can be bitter/ 

He looked at me as though seeking my support. 

I did not avoid his eyes that spoke of his determination. 

I knew he could change the world. 

Sitting on the stone steps of the local temple, 

He put down the brown bag he carried on his shoulders. 

He took out a white paper folded twice over. 

'Can you read to me the message written on it?' he asked. 

I unfolded the paper. There was nothing written on it. 

He said, 

'I know, 

It is just a blank sheet to remind us that in the beginning, nothing existed. 
It invites our choices to appear out of nowhere, 

To make a new beginning possible.' 


I knew he had mastered the basics. 



He had learnt the secrets embedded in the stones difficult to pry open 
He had knit many dreams with the help of stray thoughts. 

He also knew that each living thinking being is the creator of his world 
When two or more worlds overlap, sparks fly to all sides. 

Then, the creators of the overlapping worlds walk into an arena 
To engage in some unfriendly, at times bloody, bouts; 

In the end, no one wins. 

Left behind is the space that demands events and happenings 
To fill the gap 
Instead, fear pours in. 

I felt trapped in the web gradually cast by his words, 

At this moment, he is stressing upon possibilities. 

A stone thrown at my window could be an egg he would say next 
Then he will remind me that a ladder never inquires 
Who climbs up or moves down on its rungs. 

I have capped my pen. 

I cannot write about my confrontation with me. 

I cannot be untruthful and face my wrath. 



The 08:15 Fast 


The people crowded on the platform 

Standing in wait for the 08.15 Fast 

Are not the anxious one, bored they maybe. 

Till two decades ago 

I was a part of that crowd for many years, 

The train never failed us. 

I have come to recollect the memory of those days 
Older than the renovated stairs I had just climbed; 
What purpose it would serve I wonder, 

My previous trials were confusing 

There never was any method followed in my life 

To add value to those memories. 

Even though this platform is a world by itself 
Then we did not practice social distancing, 

There was no virus threatening our life, 

Fear did not bite our insides, 

We relied on each other's strength, 

That oneness, however, is missing. 

Soon I found myself walking down the stairs, 

The 08.15 Fast had come and gone 
Taking away its passengers 
And my memories. 



I Want The Words 


When I strike my forehead 
With my knuckle, 

I detect many sounds, 

They are the words 

That is awake and resonating, 

Without them 

Memory has no meaning, 

It just cannot survive. 

When I speak or write, 

In all fairness 
I do not play with words, 

I let them lead me. 

When they lead 
They make the blind see 
Quench their thirst, 

And carry the burden 
Of life. 

I want the words 

To take me to the end of time. 



The Slide 


The slide was slow. 

He had quickly climbed 
To the top 

To survey his conquests. 

His slide was genuine, though 
Not without care and thrills, 
And he was not surprised, 

He did not win his world. 

Like most dreams 
His too collapsed; 

He swore not to aim high 
Again. 



My Old Fingers 


My old fingers rock steady once 

Now shake as they touch familiar objects, 

Perhaps finding new faults in them. 

I should not be doing that, 

You do agree, don't you? 



The Breeze 


Why must I 

Seek the slight breeze 

That has roughly brushed my face, 

Ruffled my hair, 

Teased me inconsistently, 

And momentarily enervated me; 

The same breeze 

That arose from the nearby bush 

Where I had left 

All my valuable dreams 

To rot and fall apart; 

The ones that had touched me 
And gained momentum. 

Instead, I should 

Revive and relive those dreams. 



Vain Thoughts 


In the small box 
That I hold in my hands 
I have locked away 
My hopes and dreams, 

They are faded and antique, 
Not wanted 
They scare me. 



Echo 


You utter a cry, 

It echoes 

Down the green-blue hills 
As though there be many 
And you wait, 

Ears alert, 

For a response. 

It comes. 

Soon, the echo dies; 

The quiet and the stillness 
Becomes unbearable, 
Doubts creep in, 

Mind agitates; 

Why did I utter that cry? 



Rainy Day 


I want to go back in time 
To sixty years ago 
When you and I had first met 
At your door, 

Nervously stood apart 
Facing each other, 

Gazing at our feet 
Fumbling 

Not knowing what to say: 
Suddenly 

You looked at the sky 

And asked - 

'Will it rain today?' 

It did rain. 



Finding Happiness 


I have never been happy, 

Nor ever laughed or smiled. 

Why do I carry my seriousness? 
From whom am I to ask? 

I hardly speak now, 

Words do not pour out of me; 

I have given-up listening as well, 
There is no need for their roar. 

In the silence within me 
I shall find my happiness, 

It cannot hide for long, 

It cannot escape me. 



String A Lei 


I would have walked up to the other end 
Where you stood on the bridge in full view 
I do not know what made me hesitate, 

May be your attitude opposing but not defiant; 
I felt I was on trial and unprepared. 

You left me in search of the flower 
That bloomed and picked to string a lei. 

Whose neck it adorns you needed to find, 

That I was scared of colours and light. 
Needless it was you moved to the far end. 



Venture 


From the outside, I can see my room lit, 

I ought to have drawn the curtains tight 
And shut the doors too; 

The un-natural light hurts my psyche. 

The scandals and their origins may not attract 
Yet the cold hearth has flared 
And demands action, it calls me. 

Blessed with a pair of eyes and foresight, 

I can see the world move and work the screws 
And without disturbing its curves and sides 
Admire as it fashions its ways. 

It is where I was born to live and die. 

My world beckons me and, I cannot hesitate, 
My life is its gift to me; I must go. 



My Life 


Almost sunset time 
Why do I wait 
For the sun to take the dip 
Sizzle and boil the sea, 

Make me fear the night 
And lose my sleep. 

Like all previous sunsets 
This one will pass too; 

The sun will not get wet, 

It will burn as before, 

The night will spread its wings 
And I shall wait once more 
For the next dawn to rise. 

The passage of my life, 

Limited though it is, 

Cannot be smoother than this 
When the feared and the cursed 
Both are known; 

All things stand defined, 

Nothing is stained, 

The songs are written and read 
And the eyes have lost 
Their red rims. 



About My Death 


I just heard whispered 
I have died peacefully in my bed, 

I must verify how I achieved this impossible. 

While alive, you know 
I did not have a moment of peace, 

How could it be so at the time of my death! 

People are often mistaken they seldom corroborate 
I am certain 

The dead person talked about cannot be me. 

Only those who have nothing to hide 
The very few truthful fearless wise, 

They die peacefully. 



Meeting 


He looked at me wide-eyed 
As though he knew me, 

I merely looked back 

As I would at any stranger. 

Why did he not approach me? 



Blessed 


Look! 

My shout for the Moon heard 
It rises to light up my night. 

Now, 

I will not fear the darkness 
Nor its stillness, 

I will seek its folds and go to sleep. 



Woe 


What am I scared of 
The malady that has struck humanity 
And already caused many deaths, 
Thus cured those who had the blues! 

Wash my hands I shall frequently, 

I shall not roam about too, 

But I cannot avoid you; 

Without you, I am better off dead. 



Alms 

Take out the bags 
We have filled with money 
To give them away, 

The generous cried. 

To each his due 
They cautioned. 

Do not err 
Do not withhold, 

They said. 

The dispensers heard. 

From where I stood 
I saw them approaching, 

In our outstretched hand 
They placed a bag each 
Full of coins, 

Copper coins; 

Everyone thought those bags were 
Filled with silver or gold. 

Flow generous can one be! 

And how very careful! 

After we left, 

Those bags remained 
On the ground 
Where we stood, 

They weren't needed. 

Nobody took them away. 



Within Me 


The child within me 
Came awake with a shudder, 
He was fast asleep. 

Barring my love for you, 

He ripped away 
My hopes and dreams, 

He did not know yet 
What they were. 



Eternal Calm 


He did not suppress his yawn. 

This evening 

I made him listen to my long monologue 
On universal disharmony 
Advocating the need for discipline and accord. 
I should have allowed him to speak, 

I have heard his talk on death. 

The listeners were left spellbound, 

They seemed more pleased 
To have experienced death itself 
Even though he had not died, 

They still talk about the assured calm 
Death provides 

Following the release of all tension. 

He had taught them the ways 
To attain eternal calm 
And showed them the means 
To cleanse the mind. 

He had asked us to erase all thoughts 
And disallow more thoughts to spring up. 

I know 

My friend would have treated 
The topic of Universal Disharmony 
Differently. 



And No Smiles 


Strewn Rose petals, 

Red and soft, 

Often crushed beneath our feet, 

They are pieces of a brittle heart. 

I can feel their pain, 

Their tears are dry, 

But the heat is on. 

I should close the door on the sky 
To lighten the sad parts of me, 

There will be no one to take the blame 
And no smiles. 



You Are Mine 


You say 

You are going away 
Never to meet me again. 
More cruel than this, 

You cannot be. 

No one will accept you 
The way I have 
Or care for you more. 

0, my love! 

You will lose yourself 
In the crowd. 

Do not make me 
Find you again: 

Where to start that search 
I do not know. 

I know 

You are mine, 

You cannot leave me. 



Her Voice 


With the same slate in my hands, 

Last held seventy years ago, 

I wished to be a child again, 

Found sitting on the floor 

Bare bottomed, scribbling and often 

With the slate pencil in the mouth, 

And loudly scolded by mother 

Since that was her way of showing concern. 

Her voice was music to my ears, 

Full of love and lilting. 

Who else could scold me thus? 

0, Mother! 

I want to hear your voice again. 



Distress 


A moment ago, 

You sat beside me 
Hiding from the world 
And as tense as me; 

I do see you now, 
Gazing at the sky 
As though in wait 
Of the time gone by 
That wiped away 
Our future wills. 



My Poems 


I am certain 

When you are alone 

They are my poems that you read 

Lost in thoughts my words educe, 

No one else could dwell that deep 

And not be swayed. 



The Last Time 


If there be the last time for everything 
There must be for pain, fear and 
The desire to live on too. 

Do we need these three! 

Erase them from our mind 
For the sake of love and joy lost. 



About My happiness 


He is a brave fellow, 

He has asked me to let him know 
About my happiness, 

The whole lot of it. 

I am speechless. 

People who mock others are more sincere, 
They understand them better 
Having watched them more closely. 

I did as he asked, 

I lay open my heart for him to read, 

He knows the language of the heart. 

His wry smile says 

He knew its contents long before 

And he needed no dilation. 

I felt relieved and rested. 



At The Marina Beach 


At the Marina Beach 
I saw me as a child collecting seashells 
To adorn the sandcastle I was to build 
Impervious to the roar of the sea, 

The tall rising and approaching waves 
And the swiftly flowing wind; 

For that child, 

The many risks and perils counted little, 

He had to build a fort to protect his dreams 
That held more meaning 
Than the demeaning world surrounding him. 
Each grain of sand told him a different tale, 

He could hear them speak and giggle 
And he laughed with them. 

He did not lean against the shored catamarans 
But squatted on the sand he adored, 

He did not even look at the sea or the sky. 

Pity me! In my eagerness to conquer 
My world of make-belief 
I had let that child within me die. 



Our Run 


I knew, 

Somebody needed me, 
Urgently, 

To move along, 

Take a place 
And set the pace, 

Give a chase 
To win the race 
Without a trace 
Of trying. 

In the end 
We did not crawl 
But made a dash 
To reach our goal. 



We Cannot Be Free 


Trust can be feeble 
Like intentions that shift frequently; 
Trust is the intention to believe and rely 
I thought you knew this. 

Because you and I live, we sin 
That marks us till the end of time. 

There is no way we can be free. 



Eventually 


The hounds unleashed 

The chase is on 

To catch the rogues 

Lethargy and hate 

Hiding in woods 

Grown by thoughts 

And vacant smiles 

At stake is my peace of mind. 

The hounds that are 
Caution and reach 
Will bring the rogues 
To me then I 
Shall wring their necks 
And break their bones 
With my bare hands 
And let out a cry of glee. 



At The Brink 


Standing at the mouth 
Of a live volcano 
I had reached the brink, 

I would have gone over 
Had I not hold myself back, 
Clenched my fist 
And drawn in a long breath. 

I was not afraid. 

Who goaded me on? 

I do not recollect, 

He could be anybody 
Keeping a watch over me. 

Had I not checked myself 
I would have burned 
And not dotted the I and the Js. 
I am proud of what I did. 

We live only once. 

No one can verify a past life, 

The next life is conjecture. 

Our deeds are confined 
To this life alone, the harbingers 
Of our pleasures and pains 
Our efforts shape us, 



We are as we think us to be. 


Fear is a conscious event, 
Selfishly we fend for ourselves, 
At the cost of others' 

Encroach on their rights, 

Count our successes 
And gloat on our gains. 

I do not blame anyone, do I! 

I do not seek anyone either. 



Deep Sleep 


You will sleep, I know; 

While asleep, you will also dream. 
You are tired now, 

Your limbs ache, 

Your body needs to rest, 

You will therefore sleep 

And weave your dreams for a while 

And sink into a deep sleep. 

You will forget those dreams, 

Forget your toils 

And not remember you exist. 

You will not interrupt 
Your sleep, I know; 

The need for you will break 
Your sleep. 



Tribulation 


So it was 

The expected happened. 

Water in my bucket overflowed, 
Colours and all scribbles, 

I spread 
On the floor, 

Were washed away, 

There was nothing left 
To pick or choose. 

The windows closed 
A blankness stared at me; 

I stood alone in the room stupefied, 
My wager lost 
And hopes dashed. 

Should I fill the bucket again? 

I asked. 



Needed Dreams 


The glitter in his eyes 
Wasn't new, 

The mischief in his smile too. 
The tears in his eyes, 

Seldom seen, 

Bothered me. 

He was sad, 

He could not reach me sooner. 
By the time he came, 

I had already sold my dreams. 
He needed them, he said, 

He did not weave any of his own 
To fill the emptiness of his days 
That made him forget my name. 
From my tattered bag 
I drew out a new dream for him. 
He could play with me, 

Stake his silent thoughts 
Again. 



Ghazal 


He heard his name called, 
Nobody knew him there. 

He saved me from burns, 

I knew could walk on fire. 

Dreams can wait for me, 
Haven't closed my eyes. 

The turns and twists in life 
Have I endured them all? 

Not that I have erred 
By opting for this life. 

Sleep in peace, my friend, 

I shall guard your eyes. 

I cannot lose you, my love 
You reside deep within me. 

You are the brilliant verve, 
You make me shine bright. 



The Fallen 


Through the open window 
A speck of dust dropped to the floor, 

It had floated in 
Scattering daylight. 

I had watched its noiseless slow descent 
And descend it did; 

I had seen it settle on a glittering crown 
With royalty written large on it. 

Now, 

Seeing it lying on the floor 

Even I did not enquire about its fall. 

Why should I? 

Till date 

No one has inquired about my welfare. 
You know 

I too had fallen from the sky. 



Words 


Words do not speak, 

We do. 

Words are packets of sounds 
That stick to our mind, 

They neither lie nor tell the truth, 
Like the tea-kettle letting out steam. 
Words depict Speech. 

And Speech creates 
All things. 



For A Poem's Sake 


Past midnight and lost in thought, 

I had walked to the India Gate 
Dedicated to bravery and death. 

I sought to be inspired 
Since the living no longer did 
The dead might I reasoned, 

I had not written a poem for a year now. 
I waited 

And saw the new day raise its head 
For a poem's sake. 



My Love 


I love you, 

You must have heard me say this 
A thousand times; 

Each time 

You had felt elated, 

Overjoyed and exceptionally lucky. 

You must have noticed, 

On a few occasions 

When you had said these words to me, 
I did not feel the way you did, 

Not that you love me less. 

Why so? 

Maybe, 

You needed the assurance more, 

I did not, 

I took you for granted. 



The Non-existent 


Filling the entire long room lined with books 
There was that comforting silence, 

An inclusive peace; 

In a library, no one speaks 
Not even in whispers, 

I enjoyed this silence while I leafed through 
Ravi Soni's collection of poems. 

Suddenly, I heard his shrill voice - 

'Tell me! What is that our eyes cannot see?' 

He had not addressed anyone in particular, 

I waited for someone to respond. 

'All those things that can be felt by other senses are not visible.' 
The little boy, seated in the far corner, was not wrong. 

Heat and cold, fear and firmness of the mind, 

Or the tragic sigh and the sound depicted by letters, 

These eyes cannot see. 

The child had deliberately not said, 

Our eyes cannot see things that do not exist. 

Of things that do not exist, the eyes can never know. 

He knew that Ravi knew 

No one has ever seen the non-existent. 



Dull And Grey 


Rain drenched, 

She gazed at the clouds, 

Her wet locks fell on her face. 

The light and fluffy clouds, 
Thick and dark, 

Unaware of the little girl 
Keeping a watch, 

Started to rain. 

Once more 

The day was dull and grey. 



Polluted Seas 


And having heard me, she said - 

'We could drain the entire water of the Bay of Bengal 

And find no treasure at its bottom, 

Only garbage accumulated over the years, its weight 
Pressing the pure souls of the drowned to the floor/ 

She knew more than I did about the treasures of the sea 
I thought she would recount her search for the perfect pearl, 
And guide me. 

Instead, 

Her direct reference 

To the quantity of garbage dumped by the living 
Was more significant 
Than its collective weight 

Pressing the immaterial souls of the drowned to the floor. 

The sea can never be cleansed she knew 
And I know 

There is no window open to throw the garbage elsewhere out. 



Incomplete Work 


'What about some rest, I say, a break from the usual toil? 

I need to rest. I am tired/ 

You must be joking 

Rest we cannot even after our death, 

A part of us will continue to work even then. 

There is the inextinguishable fire burning within 
That does not let us die 

We have always sprung anew to continue our work, 

It is the incomplete work meant to sustain and improve life 
Which work can never be complete. 



Our Joy 


The mid-day sun burned upon us 

And there was no one else to disturb us, 

Yesterday, 

We were at the Marina Beach. 
Remember, 

You and I, 

Barefooted playing on the sand 

Beside the sea 

With no fear and care; 

There being 

Only our love binding us 
And we moved on 
Within sight of each other. 

Hand in hand, 

We relished our newfound 
Freedom and bliss; 

We did not draw figures on the sand, 
There was no need to. 

There was no tall wave either 
Threatening to sweep us 
To the sea. 

To cut short our joy 

Why did the Sun hide behind the clouds? 



The Game Of Life 


Once elevated 
The worms crawl, 

Birds fly, 

Fish swim, 

We walk upright, 

Being optimistic 

No one asks how and why. 

During the summer months 
The Blazing Sun 
Dries blood, with a few dead 
The surviving eagerly wait 
For the rain to fall 
And the air to cool, 

Grow fresh food and enjoy. 

Optimistic maybe, 

Expectation will spring a surprise, 
Dreams will unfold, 

And plans get executed, 

But all life is brief, 

It does not give the desired 
Without a toil. 



All The Way 


Silently travels light 
Through the dark 
Showing the way 
All the way. 



Why 


Those who can they hardly see 
The truth that hides beneath fallen leaves 
Dry and crumbling, and trampled by feet 
Of the wise and dull of mind alike; 

Why does the tree blatantly allow 
Its leaves to cover the buried deeds. 



Piety 


No human being has ever possessed 
Any supernatural powers, 

No one has ever wielded such powers, 

No one has ever performed miracles 
Or healed anyone with a single touch; 

No one has ever met God 
Or been favoured by one, 

Nobody knows if a god exists. 

The so-called godmen, 

Sporting dishevelled long hairs, 

Wearing ochre clothes, 

Long coats and capes, 

Chanting strange and impressive words 
And burning incense, 

Have befooled us all the while 

Ever since they created, one by one, the gods 

Tailored according to their needs but mainly 

To instil fear and awe 

In the hearts of the poor and the weak 

Easy to exploit. 

What we expect to find 

In an object or words is within us 

In our minds. 



Solitary Flower 


I held it gently in my hands, 

It was soft and beautiful, 

The flower that fell in my lap; 

I did not know what to do, 

I cannot return it to the tree. 

I thought, 

She could wear it in her hair 

But my wife of old does not like flowers 

That she had not picked from the bush; 

Or 

Present it as an offering 

At the nearby temple 

But I have nothing to seek from the deity; 

Or 

I could extract its essence 
Which I could use at a later date, 

Which would be a rude and selfish act; 
There will then not be that flower to behold; 
Or 

Admire it, become inspired, write a poem 
And watch it gradually wilt 
And crumble in my hands. 

The flower in my hand does not sleep, 

It stays awake; 

It will not ask me to sing a lullaby. 



My Pleasant Sleep 


You disturbed my sleep, 

I had asked you not to; 

I needed a long rest, 

Weary I was 

After a day's hard toil, 

My limbs still ache. 

Your high pitched voice 
Awakened me needlessly; 
You had called me a liar. 
You doubt me, why? 

I saw you 

With your arms wide open 
Staring at the blue sky 
That wore a teasing smile 
Looking back at you. 

I said you are in love; 

I could not be more exact. 
Where did I lie then? 

I know the truth hurts, 

I know it does irritate, 

But it is pleasant too. 

Why hide your love? 

Go away this very instance, 
Let me enjoy my sleep. 



My Plight 


Fair enough, 

Step out in the sun if you must; 

Keep your head covered with a wet cloth. 

The heat of the Indian Summer 
Can be extreme, very exhausting, 

Worse than the desert heat, you can say, 

A person often loses his wits and brain. 

For many millennia, I have borne this heat, 

Seen grassland brown and burn 
Like the Thar and become as brittle and bare 
Much like the silica grains now spread far and wide, 
Bone dry. 

I am old, bent with age; 

Through many summers 
I have survived on hope, 

Seen rainfalls delay, 

Droughts, hunger and deaths; 

Till date, no one has blamed me, 

It was the anger of God on display, people said. 

But I have spoiled His game, 

I have let the mountains rise tall and mighty, 
Allowed the snow to melt speedily; 

Soon the rivers will run dry 
And people will go hungry. 



And I will grow older and older still 
And not die. 



My Lost Dream 


Perceived a movement outside my room, 

A wriggle may be a leap, 

It could be one of my lost dreams 

That could find no place to unfold anywhere else. 

In such a dream 

There would be a tinge of unease and sadness. 
The sadness in that dream would be 
Of my making because 
I rely on conjectures, the cause of unease. 

What more could I do? 

That slight movement I perceived 
Made me leave my room in pain, 

Walk up to the park, 

Mingle with the known and the unknown entities, 
To find fresh material to weave more dreams. 
Instead 

I could have opened the door, 

Let the dream in 
And seated in its lap 
Ruminated upon the why of it. 



Promise 


'Do not promise me the moon', 

Softly she said, 

'What would I do with it 

If the whole sky is not mine to roam, 

There is no sun to light up the moon 

And you are not there leaning against the coconut tree 

Looking for me to reach you 

Aware of the noisy waves 

That would leap upwards 

High to catch me. 

Promise me your undying love, 

That is all I need/ 



The Storm Unleashed 


The storm unleashed 
Rages on; 

The sound and fury 
Instils fear. 

Where are the seafarers? 

Those standing on the beach ask 
Without urgency to know. 

Be patient, my friend, 

Let us veer beyond the darkness 
That is spreading wide 
And dreamily run our fingers 
In the wet sand; 

There are several tales to read 
And many more to write. 

I opened a page to read, 

That tale did not include me, 

I knew I was not unique, 

There were no storms to quell. 
The wind and the moist sand 
Did not portend another squall, 

I let my mind rest. 



Warm Life 


Chirping a love song 
A sparrow found its mate. 
No longer tense, he will 
Enjoy a warm happy life. 



Golden Sand 


I am at the empty beach 
To enrich me, 

To gather the golden sand. 

Each grain is loaded, 

It has something to tell 
About me to me. 

I had disturbed them, 

They remember the sound 
Of my previous footfalls. 

Each grain reminds me 
That at my feet lie 
All my wealth and pride. 



My Image 


The outline is familiar, 

The flicker in the eyes too; 
The receding hairline and 
The twitching of the nose; 
The quiver of the lips and 
The pressure on the jaws; 
All of them are familiar. 

In the early morning light 
Whenever I meet you 
I see this picture etched 
In your wide-open eyes. 

I see me reflected the way 
You see me expecting you, 
Eager but a wee bit tense. 



Rotten Objects 


There, 

Beyond the clearing 
And besides the lake, 

Lies a grove, 

Through its trees the air 
Carrying a Mangifera smell 
Wafts up to the shore 
That has me scribbling 
With a stone 

On a rotting wooden plank 
A few words that could tell 
About my loneliness. 

But now, no one picks up 
Rotten objects 
Any more. 



Union 


I am yours you can be mine: 
When there is love, there is trust 
To bind you with me. 



The Claw 


Slender fingers and tapered nails 
They quietly draw a deadly ploy 
To trap the gentle and well-bred 
With drops of gore dripping down 

The chilly night and hooting owls 
A shadow swiftly crosses the road 
And rushes to hide behind a tree 
To hone its nails on a slab of stone 



A Heart Of Stone 


Because stones of different shapes and size abound 
He thought his heart should be as hard as the hardest stone, 
The rarer, the better. 

But then, 

He was not aware of diamonds, 

Not having seen any before, 

He had seen the hardest of stones last almost forever. 

He wished his heart, 

Brimming with love and laughter, 

To turn into hard stone. 

His heart turned into a fist-sized diamond 

And was perchance found many years later 

Buried deep in coal beneath many layers of hard rock. 



Holiness 


The much-pitted road that lies ahead 
Daily suffers the tread of a thousand feet 
That walk towards the shore of sanity 
Unmoved by the blinding dazzle of sunlight 
And the deafening silence of the nights 
Awaiting them beyond the sands. 

I stand in the wayside unperturbed 
Ready to step on that road sans any fear, 

I know where I stand, 

I know what I will find, 

I know about my gains. 

I do not depend on words that define my goal, 
Words do not burn me or raise a laugh, 

They do not find the divinity in me. 



Springtime 


The much-pitted road that lies ahead 
Daily suffers the tread of a thousand feet 
That walk towards the shore of sanity 
Unmoved by the blinding dazzle of sunlight 
And the deafening silence of the nights 
Awaiting them beyond the sands. 

I stand in the wayside unperturbed 
Ready to step on that road without any fear, 

I know where I stand, 

I know what I will find, 

I know about my gains. 

I do not depend on words that define my goal, 
Words do not burn me or raise a laugh, 

They do not find the divinity in me. 



At The Riverfront 


Please take me to the Yamuna front 
I had frequented years ago, 

I want to walk through the bazar, 
Smell its dust again 
Only if 

To remind me of my eager youth 
When I was in love, 

Greeted one and all, 

Sought rare delights, 

Viewed the world with fresh eyes, 
Found meanings in stray echoes, 

New fragrance permeated the air 
Already moved by music's waves, 

And constructed words and phrases, 
Devised ways and blocks 
To express my deep feelings 
Of love and admiration. 

That I am old now 

I ask you to take me to the riverfront 
I had frequented when I was young. 



Broken Teacup 


I did try 

To change the course of my life 
Not knowing where I was head. 

I found, 

Since my education was incomplete, 

I could not 

Cross the threshold of thoughts 
That pinned me down 
With uncertain and strange aims 
That confused me and invariably 
Choked me, I could not breathe. 

The belief in me undid my efforts. 

Left with a blank sheet in my hand 
I even tried to rewrite my history 
Lining it with events 
That did not belong to me. 

My teacup rattled as it fell and broke. 



Sadness 


A tear slides down my cheek, 
Warm and sticky; 

My nerves raw and torn 
Act uncertainly 
As I look down to verify 
Where the previous drop fell 
If at all it did. 

My melancholy life, 

Wretched and sad, 

Long and disgusting, 

Piles upon me in varying heaps, 
Without breaking a bone 
Misery and pain, 

Not caring why I weep. 



Evident 


Look at the glaring blank sky 
Where no bird dares to fly 
Fear grips their heart 
The wings, a fall 

Look over your left shoulder 
Pride will be tagging you 
The one who offends 
But stays aloof 

Look over your right shoulder 
You will find a following 
That you could avoid 
With ego curbed 

Look at the dusty street below 
It takes you to nowhere 
No one can find you 
Like dark dreams 



The Reason 


So it is 
In each birth, 

While I live 
Within me 
A fire burns, 

There is 
Eagerness, 
Excitement 
And the wait 
Occupying my mind 
That never rests 
Even during sleep 
When I dream 
About you, 

The reason 
Why I live, 
Brimming with joy, 
And move 



My Fanciful dreams 


0 Fanciful dreams, 

With your finger pointed at me 
And eyes filled with tears 
You accuse me 
Of infidelity; 

You do me a grave wrong. 

Your finger held straight at me 
Stern and sure, shows 
Though angry you are, you believe me. 
You accuse me of a wrong 
I cannot commit, 

Do not slight me now 
When I am about to sleep, 

I am no stranger to your wiles. 

Fond of you 

I have spent my entire life 

In the luxury of your lap 

Churning out poems in praise of you. 



The Muffled Voice 


I hear a voice. 

At the close of each day 
It tells me 

Whatever I see or hear 
Is not strange 
Nor mysterious; 

These words soothe my nerves. 
That voice which is 
Far more familiar than I am to me 
Does not cause the air to ripple. 

It does not refer to the numbers 
Or to the notes 

Or to the harmony of the whole. 

It is the muffled beat 
Of my heart 
I dare not intervene. 



Outcry 


Because of you beating away 
Underneath my ribs 
I am alive, 

I am more sad than happy, 

More empty than full, 

More wrong than right, 

Blinder that I lie 

As I run past my deeds. 

Why do you punish me so, 0 Heart? 



Call 


There are things I must do 
And many more I might not 
In jest or spite, 

Do I have any choice? 

Say - 

Nothing binds me, 

Tell me 
I am free. 



Four Quatrains (In Free Verse) 


1) 

A poem hides in our mind 
Of us who think and dream, 
Appears to soothe or take 
In words sweet and thrilled. 

2 ) 

Unaffected by their surroundings 
No one tends to ponder or express, 
Not even those who know well 
The language of their thoughts. 

3 ) 

Issues either attract or repel, 

They cause opinions to revise, 

As do the situations change 
Only the bothered quickly move. 

4 ) 

I can flirt with my analyses, 

I cannot with my thoughts; 

If I do, it would be with me 
Over my other failed tryouts. 



The Resolve 


Life offers little to those who do not know what to take. 
Come, let us layout for each and draw a long list, 

Label each item, prioritize and work for them, 

Allot time and choose their use. 

We will not falter a wee bit. 

Each of us will share others' gains avoiding selfishness, 
Then the joy will be ours to keep and remember. 

Time favours the sincere and the laborious, 

That we are; Time will lead us on. 

Trust your intent and might. 



A Death In The Desert 


The desert sand that was cold at day-rise grew hot and hotter as the day 
progressed. 

Accustomed to this kind of change; it did not complain. It did not need any 
cover. 

The horned viper buried in the sand was hungry; it had not had food for a 
long time. 

The snake lay in wait for the lizard likely roaming nearby to prey upon; 

It did not feel the increasing heat. 

The spiny lizard had seen the snake bury itself in the sand and did not want 
to be 

Anywhere near that snake. It was hungry too. 

There were not any insect or worm seen near about. 

The snake, off and on, wriggled its tail to attract the lizard; 

The lizard did see that wriggle which with time grew more inviting. 

In the meanwhile, the snake prayed for its prey to step within the striking 
range. 

Its hunger was as unbearable as that of the snake. 

The lizard proved feeble in its resolve, and crept up to the snake 

And lashed its sticky tongue at the telltale worm. 

At the same very moment, the snake broke its coil 

And threw its head to bite the lizard but did not succeed. 

It found itself lifted into the air its head and neck pierced by the claws of a 
hawk 

That had spotted the snake no sooner the latter had emerged from the sand. 
The wise old desert sand ignored the activities of these three silent hunters 
And waited for the cold night. 



It knew the life span of the living was brief if not today tomorrow they are 
bound to die. 



The Laugh 


I suffer pain owing to 
A piercing beam of light 
Let in during the day 
Through a narrow slit 
In the wooden door 
That strikes the opposite wall 
To remind me of the world 
In constant turmoil 

My room bolted from outside 
It is where I suffer frequent torture 
The thick walls of my room 
Block all sounds of laughter 
That I no longer smile 
Weep or cry 

The person in the room to the right 
Only bares his teeth in a grin 
That is the way he smiles he says 
I believe him 

His barricaded window remains open 
Even when it rains 
I love the rain 

Although I have never seen a cloud 
Laden with rain 



At times, we talk in whispers 
Through his open window 

The person occupying the room to my left 

Utters no sound at all 

He does not speak 

He does not laugh either 

He has never seen rainfall 

Our jailor tells me 

He cannot laugh 

Because he has not learnt to laugh 
Even if he were to laugh 
I would never know 

The laugh is perhaps on me 
In my quiet small world 
I have forgotten the sound of laughter 
I cannot replicate 

I wonder 

What has rain to do with laughter? 



Hope 


I am a seeker of aid 
Pursuing you, 

Only one amongst the many 
In wait at your doorsteps. 
Purify and protect me, 

0 Untouched One! 

Guide me forward, 

Help me conquer my foes. 
Rid of my distractors 
And aided by clear insight 
I shall find you lodged 
Within me and outside. 
Discarding all else, 

Becoming a part of you 
I shall enjoy the most 
As an immortal that I am. 



A Hymn 


Pray 

Give me strength, 
Give me wealth, 
Nourish me, 

0 Fire! 

Give me a long life. 

I have found you 
Before the Wind could 
Before the path 
Leading to you 
It obliterates. 

Water cannot douse 
You, 

So blaze upwards, 
Burn within me 
Brightly, 

Lend me your warmth 
Your shine, 

Keep me awake 
Until the end of Time. 



Decision 


Said he, occupying the high seat - 
'Do not be envious. 

My ascent, 

You, the most desirous of long effective reach, 
Should emulate. 

This task 

That doubts and pain freely riddle, 

The two extremes of the unpleasant kind 
Between which the living sway, search and pray, 
Is not easy, 

Your efforts will not go waste, 

As you climb high, you will cross these limits 
Through gain of knowledge and ease of pain, 

To be free and happy/ 



Ordinary Poet 


I juggle words, 

I throw them up and catch as they fall, 

No great deed this. 

Why then spend words in my praise! 
Believe me, 

I am a very ordinary poet. 

Wait until I draw in my last breath; 

There will be no one left talking about me. 



Ghazal (in free verse) 


Each tear I shed shines like the sun, 

Speaks of the pain I suffer all day long and night. 

Adrift on a boat, I move waywardly, 

Where is the oarsman to take me across, save me from the sea? 

The purpose is lost if the dense clouds do not pour rain, 

My sallow field will not green or yield. 

In a crowd that calls and roars, no one can find me, 

There are mirrors placed face to face. 

While flying over the desert, I fervently sought shade to cool 
Under the very sun that sapped the tree, dry. 

0 Wind! Do not blow so hard. She has come dressed in her finery, 
My love for her inflames as I sense her near. 

That amity witnessed since the beginning of time still exists, 

We see the day and night meet peacefully. 



My Happiness 


The very thought of you 
Fills me with joy, 

An immense delight. 

My mind alit, 

I can see you 
Near and far, 

Even in the space 
Vacated by darkness. 

I find 

You are here everywhere; 
Upon seeing you 
I forget my presence, 

I become lost in you. 

I pray 

Let me remain filled 
With this joy. 



As A Need 


I am standing at your doorstep, 

I have come to meet you. 

Why did you run away? 

Why did you hide from me? 

Did I ask you to go away and hide? 

I must ask - 
Without me 

Can you be a human being? 

Can you have an aim or reach? 

Or the will to achieve? 

Without me 

You cannot see or move 
Nor celebrate 
Nor find yourself 

Nor get rid of your shackles and feel free. 
You often describe my beauty, 

Dress and gait, 

And your love for me. 

Do not be cruel, 

I have come to take you back 
Hold me tight and do not leave me. 

I am your desires, 

I am here because of you 
As a need. 



Cure 


My friend had come over 
To cure me of ennui 
That could kill me. 

I thought he had with him 
His collection of latest narratives 
To divert and ease my mind. 

'I do not know the unreal, 

I am a stickler for the truth/ 

He professed and said- 
'I do not tell tales, 

They mislead, 

Cause immense pain. 

I only weave dreams 
That makes our world 
Seem real and enjoyable/ 

'Close your eyes, 

I shall give you a dream to relish, 
An aim to achieve, 

To remember me. 

As and when you do 
You will have more dreams, 

More things to accomplish; 

No more will you suffer 
As you do now/ 

I closed my eyes. 



Setback 


A rowdy of the first water he is, 

You say you don't know him! 

How possible? 

He did chase you in your dim lane, 

I saw the whole thing. 

In the hurry, 

You dropped your sandals and purse, 

I know you weren't robbed 
And you do not cry. 

I think, 

You should file an FIR, 

The police must take a strong action, 

He should learn a strict lesson. 

Otherwise, this rogue will not spare you, 

He will pour much dirt on your name, 

No one will see your beautiful face happy aga 
The dirty scoundrel, 

Do not allow him be near you, 

Shoo him away at once I tell you. 

Carry a knife with you. 



The Scarf 


She covered her face 
With the scarf I gave 
On the day we met 
In the school canteen 
On a rainy day 
About ten years ago. 

She did this to show 
That she cared for me 
But had changed a lot 
I could not recognize 
More beautiful than ever 
She had grown since then. 
She hid her face 
I could see her eyes 
They were unchanged 
The spark was there 
And the eagerness too 
To be with me. 

I neared her 
And removed the scarf 
I saw her face 
That shone as bright 
As the mid-day sun 
On a silvered lake. 



Tears 


Why do I cry? 

He wondered. 

He did not ask. 

He saw me sitting 
On the bench 
Outside my house 
In the dark, 

My hands 
On my knees 
Leaning against 
The house wall, 
Gazing closely 
At the Moon 
And many stars, 
Wanting to be 
Up there above, 
Faraway, 

For always, 

Free but lost, 

Fully knowing 
This cannot ever be 
Tears pour out 
From my eyes. 



Query 


Then, he came 
Moving ahead 
With his cane in hand 
Striking the street 
He boldly walked. 

He wore his smile 
A meter wide, 

His pearly teeth 
Glowing bright 
Between his lips. 

As he neared 
He broke his stride 
And casually said - 
'Show me the way 
To where you been.' 


I did not speak. 



The Pain 


In the evening of my life, 
The heat of the day spent 
Bothers me, 

It riles and sears me. 

Why so, I do not know. 

From whom am I to ask? 
Those who could tell me 
Have folded their wares, 

And left the scene 
Never to return. 

I envy them, the lucky ones. 
Now, I am the one left 
To face the dark, 


The feared night. 



Footprints 


Do fetch my walking stick, 

Take me to the Marina. 

I want to wipe away 

My footprints 

Seen at the water's edge 

Splayed on the golden sand. 

They do not hide the truth 

Save openly tell 

About my wait for the high tide 

That could reach me 

Yet did not. 



Quiet 


Spent a horrible night staying awake, 

Did not sleep a wink, 

I kept thinking about the possible and impossible tasks, 

About the easily gained 

Or should not have been lost at all. 

Come sunrise I wanted to write a poem, 

A poem that spoke about my suffering to those I know. 
As I picked up the pen, the ink overflowed, 

I could not write a single word. 



Faraway 


In a faraway land 
Where spring never recedes 
Flowers continue to bloom, 
Honeybees hover around 
And the birds keep busy 
With their foreplay turns; 
There is happiness spread 
Everywhere; 

It did attract me 
When I was very young. 
Since then, 

Much time has slipped past, 
I have aged 

Yet the route to that land 
Out of fear of failure 
No one has explored. 

Has anyone failed? 

I ask. 

'Not me!' 

I heard a butterfly shout. 



Camaraderie 


The Sun shines brightly, 

It did so yesterday too, 

It will continue to shine forever, 

But my preoccupation with words hid the sun, 
The words I wrote lacked the shine, 

They did not reflect the sunshine, 

They remained 

Many inert blue stabs in my notebook 
That I did not erase, 

Their meanings obsolete 

The music and fun they did not have. 

Is it the end of time for me? 

I asked. 

What for the rhythm and the notes? 

I cannot devise a new day for me 
Without the night embracing it, 

Foregone are the conclusive terms and stops 
If my memory does not tick. 

Where is the guiding hand I held? 

Where is the smile that gave me happiness? 

Life-giving warmth of the sun enlivens us, 

Like a wanton tease, the air shifts its flow, 

The clouds pour rain on sallow fields, 



The flower buds hint a brighter bloom, 

Whereas the gloom has lifted 

You haven't raised your chin 

Why this sadness and the flow of tears, 

Take hold of my hands, my friend, 

I shall smile upon you 
And renew old bonds. 



Surrender 


Projected by me 

Too many things fill my mind, 

Pleasant and mischievous. 

I have played with them all, 
They bother me now 
And do not hide. 

How to compensate 
I have to surrender my mind. 



Blush 


The red fire ant, 

Jealous of the blushed cheek, 

Spoke out aloud - 

"Lend me the rouge you apply, 

I will look prettier than you are. 
I shall never bite you again." 

She did not say a word 
But wept, 

She was in pain, 

The pretty lass, 

Already bitten red 
Allover her face and arms. 



Do Not Disturb The Snow 


Meeting the icy wind head-on 
The polar bear raised his head, 

Lifted his nose, 

Sniffed the air deep and long, 

The right paw stomped the ground 
Till it probably hurt 
That the snow did not like 
And admonished the bear 
'Why disturb me?' 

It said, 

'Your hunger is not my hunger, 

I do not hide your food, 

Proceed in the way the hungry move.' 

The bear heard these words 

And unmindful 

Continued to sniff the air 

And 


Disturb the snow. 



My Old Friend 


My old friend, 

Present beside me, 

Does not hesitate, 

He shares his thoughts with me 
That is food for me, 

Mingle with my thoughts. 

You say you want to meet him, 

Read these very lines, 

You will find him talking to you, 
Informing and enlightening you, 

The stuff friends possess and dispense. 
You will love him the way I do. 

Ask from me, not his name or address, 
You will not find him. 



No Change In Me 


You did tell me 
Because I possess eyes 
I should observe. 

What am I to see? 

The primary changes 
In shapes, terminology 
And descriptions 
Or in the contraries 
That never differ, 

Do not hear a knell. 

God forbid! Not these two. 
I want to close my eyes, 
Shut my mind and sleep. 

I have stayed awake 
And waited far too long 
I guess 

For a change in me. 



Single-mindedness 


Not long ago 

He stood at the window, 

Briefly leaned against the wall 
Listened to the howl of the wind 
That disturbed the night 
Without respite. 

Why does the wind shriek? 

He had asked. 

He did not know 

About the pain, it suffered 

While moving through 

The trees, bushes and 

Many a hidden crevice 

Or about the other pricks 

That made the wind moan 

Nor about where did all this hurt. 

He only thought about himself, 

How else he would harness the wind 
To benefit him; his aim was 
To use its power to serve him, 
Enable him to ride the wind. 

This he knew he could. 

He had then closed the window 
He peered through. 



Purpose 


As does a painter, fill his canvas, 

The visible world, 

With chosen colours in various hues, 
As a writer 

I fill the blank pages of my notebook 
With words having many meanings 
To excite hearts and mind. 

Both of us create a variety 
Viewing the same world differently 
And make the day-sky blue and 
The nights appear dark; 

Sound rhythmical 

Like the roar of lions and the wind; 
And the rustle of dry leaves 
And croaking of frogs. 



Poems I Write 


While shadows spread, 

The silent night 
Engulfs my world, 

Cools the air, 

Deflects my fears 
And numbs my brain, 

Puts me to sleep. 

I dread sleep. 

Sleep is the price I pay 
For the poems, I write 
During the day, 

That lack a touch, 

The preferred are those 
Written on love. 

I cannot write on love, 

I have never known love 
The kind 
Lovers adore. 

The love I adore 

Is for the goodness in man, 

Simple, open and fair; 

It pleases me, 

Fires me to follow suit, 



Instils confidence 
And sifts dreams 
To expose the real me 
In the poems, I write. 



Cruel Crowd 


The gathered men shout my name, 
Want me to drown 

In the sea of wanton desires and needs, 
The cruel crowd. 

The arresting sights that goad me on 
Towards the shore where are they, 

The gathered men dance and sing, 

The cruel crowd. 

Helpless I am and very weak 
My heart and mind I cannot face, 
Familiar eyes now watch me drown, 

The cruel crowd. 



Regard 


Keep me confined 

In high or low dark chambers, 

Scare me, 

Scald me, 

Torture me if you will, 

Rid me of my awareness, 

It cannot be, 

My memories will persist, 

My desires too 
And my struggles, 

So long as I live. 

This is the bane of being alive, 
I cannot be free, 

Be joyful 
Or revel. 

I cannot betray my senses 
Jump across any gorge 
Only to fall below. 

Suffer at your hands, 0 Fate, 

I must; it is 

The only option I have. 



Mehul 


I have seen 
Her innocence 
Her shyness, 

Her smile and laugh, 

Her pout and complain, 
Frown and anger, 

Her tears and pain, 

Her concern 

For the small and weak, 

And the love that bloomed 
In her heart; 

Enhanced her beauty 
Made her look fair and sharp 
And loveable; 

She never was jealous 
Or meek 

And met the force 
Of her loss alone; 

As Babaida's Mehul, 

His parineeta. 



The News 


It was there, 

The 8th item in the Obituary column of today's 
'The Statesman', 

It read: 

'Last night, Ravinder Kumar Soni, 

Born on the 5th day of April 1944, died in his sleep.' 
I felt great relief, 

I needed peace and rest and knew 
There is no pleasanter rest than death. 

There is no mention of how I had spent my life 
Nor about my deeds and works, 

There was not a single word of praise either, 

For this, I am grateful. 

I thought a restless person like me 
Could not have died in his sleep. 

I never knew when Death arrived, 

It just crept in; 

I was in a state of deep sleep then. 

Why did I receive such a news I do not know. 



A Request 


Move cautiously 0 Wind 
You need some rest 
From your onward flow 
Over hills and dales, 

And seas and sand. 

Let not the dust raised settle down, 
Get wet, and gel to stone and block 
My way to the place you easily reach, 
That has a high upright stall 
With an angry fire lit at its top, 
Marking the spot. 

I have to ease and tend that fire, 

The Rising Flame, 

That goads me on 
To think and act 
And improvise. 



Rosebuds 


O Soft Words! 

Gently unwind the strands of thoughts. 

I had wrapped them around tiny rosebuds 
Shielded by a hundred brown sharp thorns 
That had stabbed my buried consciousness 
And drew stale blood to wash my brow 
To remove the dated dirt and thirst 
And cleanse me through inside out. 

I wait to see my stray thoughts freed, 
These tiny rosebuds will then bloom. 



Colour Of Spring 


You know, 

You have kept me waiting for a long time; 

I have waited for you to come to me 
With your usual ease and simplicity 
Carrying all your pain and joy, 

Your secrets and wants, 

With your usual grace and tenderness 
And a beautiful smile sparkling on your lips, 

The lips that are eager to pour out 
Solemn words that tell of your love 
And many heartaches suffered, 

I know you also long for me. 

My wait for you has indeed become very painful, 
My eyes are tired, 

Old courtesies and promises seem forgotten; 

But I know you are not far away 
Spring has coloured my world for you. 



Difficult Choice 


Checkmated, 

By two Bishops 
And a Rook, 

I surrendered. 

As always, 

I submitted 
To my fate, 

The old deceiver, 

Whose vicious gaze 
Threatened to kill me 
At each move, I made. 

Now, again 
I am in pain, 

The fears settled in my body 
Foment pain. 

Stake your life 
To get rid of pain, 

My elders tell me. 

No one tells me 
Which fear I must, 

Firstly, erase. 



Words I Wrote 


A short burst of wind 
Blew away the words 
I wrote to you. 

The paper you left for me 
Is still crisp but a neat blank, 

I do not recollect those words 
Any more. 

I know, 

They did reach your ears, 

I saw you look at me 
And smile. 

You seemed pleased. 

Tell me 
Please tell me 


What did I write? 



Hidden Conflict 


The Sun lights up the entire world, 
It has to; it cannot hide. 

The fire of knowledge too 
Does not hide but always burns 
In the living mind 
Exciting it. 

Then why do we, 

Produce of the Sun 
Kept active by knowledge, 

Choose to hide 

Behind different knots and weaves. 



Awareness 


My fall, 

Expected it was, 

I could not take it, 

It broke me apart. 

Unable to put together 

My shattered self 

I could not gather my wits 

And sought refuge 

In the darkness 

I had long ago discarded. 

Actually 

I need not have sought Light, 
It hurt me 

For having seen too much, 
For being aware of self 
And for knowing the known. 



Deprived 


The little waif, 

She seemed scared. 

I do not like dreams, 

She said. 

Holding my hand in hers, 
Tightly, 

She felt secure and slept 
And did not dream. 

As of then 

There was nothing to fear, 
I had closed all doors 
Opening into her mind, 

It was still daytime. 

When she awoke 
She gave her shoulders 
A slight shrug, 

Patted her hairs 
And stared at me 
Enquiringly 

As though imprisoned. 
Suddenly a dog ran by 
Chasing a cat 
That was chasing a rat 
And my reverie broke. 

I never saw her again. 



Forgot The Stars 


Do you remember? 

As children, 

We often rushed upstairs 
Peered at the night sky 
To count and name the stars, 
Gave up, 

Tired, 

Finding them too many. 
Irritated, 

We often asked - 
Where was the need 
For so many stars? 

Then, we grew up, 

Lost the worth of those counts 
And the names 
And forgot the stars 
That still twinkle 
As they did then, 

Haven't we! 



Travesty 


In the gathering, 

Heard more people talk about love 
That claims and owns 
Than peace. 

Lost in those words was their world 
That could move faith and loyalty 
To shape their beliefs, 

Found future lines, 

Seek permanence 
That peace gives. 



Lost In Sleep 


Find me will you, 

That which hides within itself 
Am I, 

Wrapped in deep-rooted dreams, 
Inciting and unshakeable; 

Like a part of me 
They are a drag. 

Years ago, I had ventured out, 

I remember not what I saw then, 
Blinded I still am 
By the brightness of each day 
Lighting up my world 
As though inviting me. 

The nights are dark and quiet, 

My dreams hold me tight 

In a vice, I do not wish to break. 

They find me lost in sleep. 



Reticence 


Then 

It was soon all over 
The crowd fell silent 
The arousing drumbeats 
Was not heard 
Nobody knew where 
The drummer had gone 
Along with his drums 
He had gone far away 
He had taken with him 
Our sentiments 
Our laughter and tears 
Leaving us exhausted 
All night 

We had danced to his beats 
In gay abandon 
And he as so happened 
Did not promise 
To us 


A new world 



Thousand Voices 


From one corner 
A whisper rises, 

Another from the other. 

Soon my room will fill-up 
With a thousand voices, 

Some patient but mostly 
Agreeing or disagreeing 
To confuse me. 

I shall bide my time, 

Then reveal the hidden words, 
Make them march in a line, 
Resound loud and clear 
Without raising a new row. 
Until then I shall 
Let them play with me, 

Tease and rile me. 



A Requiem 


On the sea shore 

My throne sits made of thorns, 

It hurts. 

As the tide rises 
Problems surface, 

Issues seek a solution. 

Unable to rest 
I cannot sleep. 

Left alone sitting on that throne 
I am 

To check the flow of tides. 

One day 

Doing this 

I will surely drown. 



Bequest 


He said - 

'My legacy is that I am worried about, 

To end all quests. 

In the light of truth and sublimity 
The kind of world I have striven to prove 
By washing off its hellishness 
With the spirit of joy and openness 
And sincerity, 

This world I now leave behind/ 

He did not stay. 

We stood on the pier watching the sunset, 

I heard these words and 

On his face, there was a soothing kind of glow. 

He has promised to leave behind a world 
Unspoiled, spotless and perfect. 

But as I see 

He could not stabilize the wind, water and fire. 

He did not remove my needs, aspirations and greed. 
The challenges in life remained. 

My world could not be perfect, 

I must tell him this truth. 


I must. 



The Earth Spins 


The earth spins, 

No one has told me yet 
Why it spins like a top, 

Perhaps no one knows. 

Take it easy my friend, 

Who else but I can make it spin 
I hold the string in my hands. 
Today I make it spin 
Tomorrow if I make it sway 
Then all of the unattached 
Will fall off 
Barring my mind. 



Magic Pearls 


He saw me scrape the bottom of the sea, 

I was searching for the many magic pearls 
That had lit my world bright and clear, 

I had lost them all in my dreamless sleep. 

A little dream made me seek them anew, 

It was the dream with the needed feel. 

I saw that I was adrift on the high sea 
Alone and without any wind in the sails, 

The sea was calm, and I had nowhere to go. 
Suddenly, an eagle landed beside me 
To tell me of my goal that was nearby, 

I had only to gather the wind in the sails. 

Astir I dived into the sea to find the pearls 
Ere, I reached my destination not far away. 



The Sky 


Move over I say 

Make way for the sun to shine upon me 
He shouted at the gathered clouds 
No one listened 

The clouds became darker and thundered 
Before fear could grip his mind 
He set upon them the wind 
He held captive in his palms 
The wind whistled and roared 
Crashed into the clouds 

Created a breach for the sun to shine through 

No one applauded 

No one swore 

He stayed where he stood 

Gazing at the sky in awe 



Patterns On The Sand 


He felt humiliated 
When asked not to read 
The poem he wrote 
That described his pain, 

He need not have. 

He forgot each one of us 
Had a tale to tell 
Of unique torture and pain. 

His pain they knew to be 
Of the deprived. 

They had seen him, 

His head bent low, 

Languish on the beach 
Picking and rejecting seashells 
And then 

Draw patterns with his toes 
On the wet sand. 



That Voice 


That voice, 

The soothing voice 
I often hear, 

My strength, 

It beckons me. 

Whereto I ask, 

To the Beyond, it says. 
What does that offer? 
The Sublime, it says. 

I dither, 

I hold myself back. 

I cannot sully the pure. 
I should not pay heed 
To that voice. 

My voice? 

I decide, 

Mend I must first 
The bridge I burnt. 



Idle gains 


Assured, 

The flow of tears ebbed 
My dry eyes 

Sought to count the gains made, 
The hardened hearts 
That had melted. 

I found none, 

I heard 

Only tales in their names 
Casually mouthed. 

I need not have cried. 



Sleepless Nights 


I spend the nights lying awake in my bed, 

Sleep has deserted me. 

Old age weighs heavily on my mind and physique, 
It does not allow me to rest. 

My resilience, my patience and my resolve 
Is under stress and 
Appear meaningless. 

Such painful nights I usually spend 
Staring at the blank ceiling and walls 
Waiting for yet another day to the dawn 
I cannot face. 

My happy past that mocked 
Scolds me 

Reappears as the deathly silence 
Of the weary nights to bother me. 

Please help me, 

Someone help me break that silence, 

Make me earn my sleep. 



Who Will Stop Us 


The studious and the wise, 

They tell us 
Very soon 

There will be no snowfall on the Himalayas 
No rains in the plains, 

All snow-fed rivers would have dried. 

My country, then a vast desert, 

Will not support life, 

India would have died. 

Because of our careless overindulgence 
We will let India rot and die. 

Who will stop us? 

Tell me, 

Who will stop us? 



Air Pollution 


My friend refused to breathe the polluted air, 
He would rather die, he said, than visit Delhi 
Always at the peak of its toxicity; 

He did not budge from his seaside residence 
Where I joined him only to survive 
Breathing fresh air. 



Survival 


My friend, gentle that he is, 

Now resists change. 

He says, he has seen them all, 

They are risky. 

While enjoying life, 

Immersed in its pleasures, 

He has failed to grasp its secrets. 

How and why one survives? 

Instead, 

He has sacrificed his present 
This life and all, 

To the promise of an even brighter tomorrow 
He may not see. 

He does not want to lurk in the shades. 



The Dead Do Not Die 


He just wished he were dead, 

If that is the result of not turning the page 
He did not want to, 

He let the book lie unread, 

His book of life. 

Having avoided becoming wise 
He could not bear the scorn 
Heaped upon him infernally 
By the vast multitude 
That beside him rode the wind, 

Weathered the storms, 

Yet did not know him, 

Never questioned his frailty. 

The books he often reads has 
Their pages numbered, 

He could tell when a book would end, 

The book of his life he has not read 
Does not have numbered pages, 

He does not know when it would end. 

He never knew who he was. 

He did not know 
He had died long ago. 

He knew that the dead do not die, 

He could not die once more. 



Onus 

Seated at the edge of the park 
We watched them play, 

The children who had gathered there; 

A refreshing sight 

That transported us back to our childhood. 
My friend and I were pleased, 

Started talking about our old preferences, 
Our belief and confidence; 

We were eager to find the truth 
Many had found intriguing. 

Truth resides 

In the mind of the very young 
Most often seen reflected on their face 
To be revealed by their eyes. 

We watched their eyes 

For the gleam of truth to light them up; 

When it did, we sought the similar gleam 

In their eyes 

Others saw in our eyes 

When the two of us 

Had fought a pitched battle 

For possession of the rolling ball 

On this very ground long ago. 

We did not find that glimmer 
Or the truth it showed; 

The onus was on us. 



My Dreams 


It has started to crumble, 

The castle I built in my dreams. 

I can see its ramparts tumble, 

Its windows and gates shatter, 

All this will soon be a pile of dust. 

No one will dig out its ruins, 

There will be no ruins. 

Such are my dreams 
They are light, 

Sometimes nasty. 

Are they? 

Can they be re-worked? 

I could not. 

Only last evening I told my wife 
I had been to Paris for shopping. 

Where are the gifts you had promised? 
She screamed. 

I did not tell her I was dreaming 
Had I 

She would have swooned. 



Happening 


The fact is 

He did not see the light 
At the end of the tunnel 
He chose to hide in. 

Could he 

He would not have feared Darkness. 
He would have raised the stakes, 
Gambled away his future 
To reach the other end of the tunnel 
That held him together, 

Sheltered and animated him, 

Offered challenges and breaks. 

He wasn't alert enough though, 

He did not anticipate any light. 

He had not seen it clash 
With Darkness 

Spread in the space, he occupied. 



Relief 

He did not hesitate. 

The accumulated grime on the plate 
He peeled layer by layer, 

Each layer accounted for a thousand years 
Passage of Time. 

He was an old warrior who had held the plate aloft 
Open to the weather for a very long time 
And kept his opponents at bay. 

Maybe he had grown tired and let loose his hold 
On that plate made of an alloy of eight metals, 
Studded with thirty semi-precious stones 
In three groups of ten each 
It dazzled in the sunlight. 

He stood on a gold stool and gazed 
As though surveying his surroundings 
And did not utter a single word, 

Not even to explain why he peeled off the grime 
And let the semi-precious stones shine 
Or why he had not done so earlier. 

Soon, 

A black-faced monkey with his long tail lashing, 
Snatched the plate and ran away. 

The warrior seemed pleased, 

He did not hide his joy. 

He did not go after the monkey 
In search of the plate. 



Exposure 


He cried. 

He could not climb the stairs 
For he had no legs, 

No feet, 

No hands or arms, 

Only the eyes 

That could see the top rung 
And weep. 

Would he be famous 
Having reached the top, 

If at all, 

He did not know 
Nor did he care. 

Then, by way of a diversion, 
He thought 

About the evil and bad things 
He might do there, 

Too scared, 

He ceased crying. 



In That Light 


Night reigns, 

My eyes dulled 
By lack of sleep, 

Unable to find you, 

Wait for the new dawn 
To spread; 

In that light, 

You will be visible 
In your world, 

I can be there with you. 



My Sadness 


Need I tell you 

My sadness is no longer a secret 

Openly I shed tears 

Dull my eyes 

And wet my cheeks 

My sadness is mine 

I too suffer that unique pain 

Caused not by being alone 

But by being born again and again 

As though rising from the dead 

Only to haunt the world of thoughts 

And dreams 

I do not know happiness 
There is never a smile on my face 
I lace all my thoughts with tears 
Because 

My tears have a voice 
That I alone can hear and follow 
They tell me about my demise 
In vain 



Love Buds 


Blown by the wind, 

Her soft and dark tresses 
Fly about 
Hiding her face. 

Not having seen her before 
I shall wait, 

If only for the wind to subside. 
Maybe she sees me 
As eager and intense as me 
To hold my hand 
And for me to look 
Deep into her eyes. 



Only For Me 


I can feel your love 
In the air that flows 
Around me. 

I can feel the warmth 
In the songs, you sing 
Arousing me. 

I can feel the depth 
Of the love you have 
Only for me. 



A Street Dark And Desolate 


Late last night, 

A wrong turn 
Took me to a street, 

Dark and desolate; 

Upon hearing my footfalls 
No dog barked, 

No rat scraped, 

No one stirred, 

The quiet hurt me. 

I called out my name 
Aloud 

Announcing my arrival, 
There was no response, 

Only the ticking 
Of a clock 

At a tower far away. 

At the ring of four 
I thought I heard a cry 
Soon the streetlights dulled, 
A cat crossed the street 
As though to say 
People lived here. 

Knowing this, 

I did not stay there 
For the sun to rise. 



Why The Worry About Me 


Why the worry about me? 

You need not worry, 

I did not lose myself 
While wading through the crowd 
Less eager than me 
To mark time 

As it rolls on to create temporarily 
A wedge, 

Separating the forgotten 
From the forgettable, 
Inconsequently. 

I am visible in its spread 
As long as that wedge exists. 

I will not let my colours fade 
Nor the outlines that show 
My extent and influence. 

I can fill it 

With my dreams and greed. 

Let me work up the crowd 

In my support 

To be as eager as I am; 

Be kind, 

Lend me words for my use. 



Seeking Release 


Set me free from my pen and thoughts 
They enslave me 

And keep me bound to the sheaves of paper 

Lying atop one another on my stilted shelf 

Undusted, forgotten and yellowing 

Stop me from writing the no-one-understands 

Stop me from thinking about the inevitable 

Cheer me up and make me smile again 

0 Vanity, make me write a song to you 

Let me savour my presence 

Allow me to mint words of praise afresh 

Allow me to relive the old days today 

I cannot wait for the tomorrows 

That do not promise change 



No One Believes Me 


No one believes me. 

I have just returned 

From the other side of the sun, 

No one believes me. 

I should not speak about my travels 
From one end of the universe to the other, 
The journeys that I make all alone 
To strange worlds. 

Maybe 

I should not tell them what lies in the Beyond 
A sea of delight; 

Their small reach 

Does not allow them to believe me. 



Wanted To Be Me 


He wanted to be me, 

Asked me to vacate the seat I occupied. 

He thought this much would suffice, 

He could replace me to rule as I did. 

He was a man in a great hurry, 

And very jealous. 

I did not object. 

As I was finding my work tiresome 
I wanted freedom from the burden I carried 
For so long 

That I was eager to pass it on. 

He grabbed the opportunity with both hands. 

You can find him on the hilltop 
Pensive and lost. 



Shake Off The Start 


Shake off the start from the beginning 
If you would; 

There will then be no pain, no regrets, no joy, 
There will be no feel or sight either, 

In that, pristine darkness already spread 
Is the unspeakable formless one 
Afterwards concealed 
By the light of the risen stars 
And felt by all beating hearts 
To reveal its self-effulgent presence 
That brightens all the known worlds. 



Begin With Me 


I thought 

My long wait is over, 

The solution found 
I need no longer pay heed 
To the approaching footfalls 
Nor listen to the old songs 
Or stories often told; 

Now, 

A voice, loud and clear, 

Asks me to retrace my steps 
And commence the beginning 
That began with me. 



Ghazal 


Do I spare the time spent 
While I wait for your return? 

The desert sand burns my feet 
Find the shade to cover them. 

I fell off the ledge repeatedly 
The faith in you kept me intact. 

That I doubt you, it cannot be 
The stars and sky stand witness. 

My flute emits a sad note; 

Oh! It is you walking away. 

See the flames shiver and shake 
Have I left the door wide open? 

I seek the impossible O Ravi 
When I ask you from the Dawn. 
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aankh ro jaa.e ye mumkin hii nahii.n 
daagh dho jaa.e ye mumkin hii nahii.n 
jis ko ho maa'luum banjar hai zamii.n 
beej bo jaa.e ye mumkin hii nahii.n 
DhoonDne khud ko jo niklaa ho vahii 
raah kho jaa.e ye mumkin hii nahii.n 
neend aaii ho naa jis ko raat bhar 
subah so jaa.e ye mumkin hii nahii.n 
jo banaayaa thaa nasheman barq ne 
raakh ho jaa.e ye mumkin hii nahii.n 
Doobne paa.e naa sooraj, ae Ravi 
raat ho jaa.e ye mumkin hii nahii.n 
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andhere ke pas e pardaah ujaalaa khojataa kyuu.n hai 
jo andhaa ho gayaa voh din mei.n sooraj DhoonDtaa kyuu.n ha 
bataayaa thaa to lailaa ne magar sahraa nahii.n samjhaa 
ki majnuu.n retile dar par sar apnaa phoDtaa kyuu.n hai 
ye roz o shab ki gardish hii agar hai maqsad e hastii 
to suu e aasmaa.n oonchii nazar se dekhtaa kyuu.n hai 
ye maanaa hijr kaa gham tujh pe taarii hai dil e naadaa.n 
jo aayaa hai voh jaaegaa tu naahaq sochtaa kyuu.n hai 
sahar hone ko hai shaayad, sitaare ho gaye madham 
shab e gham jaa rahi hai tu abhii tak oonghataa kyuu.n hai 
yaqiinan kucch sabab thaa, terii zanjeeren nahii.n tootii.n 
magar paa e shikastaa raah se bandhan toDataa kyuu.n hai 
ye deewaare.n mire ghar kii khaDii khaamosh suntii hai.n 
mere andar chchipaa jazbaa alam kaa boltaa kyuu.n hai 
jo toofaanii hawaao.n ke muqaabil ho nahii.n saktaa 
chalo dekhen samundar se voh aakhir kheltaa kyuu.n hai 
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aansuo.n se aashanaa hotaa rahaa 

daagh e hasrat dil ke mai.n dhotaa rahaa 

koun thaa raah e wafaa mei.n hamsafar 

paa ke manzil kaa nishaa.n khotaa rahaa 

mai.n ne kyaa chaahaa thaa, mai.n ab kyaa kahuu. 

tujh ko jo manzoorthaa, hotaa rahaa 

tujh ko paa loongaa magar apnaa pataa 

justajoo mei.n mai.n tirii khotaa rahaa 

aur kyaa kartaa, ye baar e zindagii 

naa tawaa.n kaandho.n pe mai.n Dhotaa rahaa 

ahal e duniyaa kii do rangii dekh kar 

mai.n kabhii hastaa rahaa, rotaa rahaa 

taabish e khursheed ko dekhaa kiyaa 

roshanii aankho.n ki go khotaa rahaa 

jaagtii duniyaa bahut aage gayii 

neend kyuu.n ghafalat ki tuu sotaa rahaa 

daaman e sahraa huaa ashko.n se tar 

tukhm gham is vaaste botaa rahaa 
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apne dil mei.n utar ke dekh zaraa 
dar ba dar Dhoontaa kahaan hai khudaa 
mutribaa mujh ko gham kaa geet sunaa 
mere aangan mei.n bhii ho naghmaa saraa 
band aankhe.n mirii rahii.n lekin 
marte dam tak tujhii ko dekhaa kiyaa 
daaiyare zindagii ne laakh banaa.e 
had se baahar qadam nikal hii gayaa 
tootanaa hii thaa sheeshaa e dil ko 
ajanabii ban ke dekhaa aaiinaa 
thii jahaa.n raasto.n ko merii talaash 
mai.n vahaa.n khud hii apnii manzil thaa 
ae Ravi jaane kyuu.n kisii ke baghair 
naa mukamil rahaa safar meraa 
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mujh se poocchaa gayaa 
kab talak aayegii 
is taraf pyaar kii 
jalati bujhati huii lo 
mujh se bicchaDii huii 
mai.n to dekhaa kiyaa 
paaniyo.n kii taraf 
unkii ghaTatii huii 
tez raftaar ko 
jo thii sahamii huii 
cchoD kar 

sab kinaaro.n ke cchor 
aur pahaaDo.n se duur 
paaniyo.n ke rukho.n ko 
badaltii huii 
har ghaDii 
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shor kii bheedh mein 


ik cheekh uthii 
sirf ik cheekh 
na jaane kyun 
cheertii 

dard bhare seenon ko 
jinke the zakhm hare 
shaayad 

mujhko jagaane ke liae 

so rahaa thaa kab se 
subah hote hii 

main bhii is raah chalaa thaa tab se 

dard ko jaane binaa 

anjaan aur besud 

bahate aansoo lekar 

apnii palkon mein khule 

dhoonDnewaale jo hain 

dhoonD hi lenge unhen 


aankhon mein meri 
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maanaa dushman hai zamaanaa apnaa 
kis liye mujh se khafaa ho turn bhi 
unhi.n khwaabo.n ko bunaa hai 
jinhe.n palako.n pe sajaayaa tumne 
ujale rango.n se bharaa thaa tumne 

unhi.n geeto.n ko sunaa kartaa hun 
jinke alfaaz hai.n sahame sahame 
aur sur bhi hai.n jinke dheeme 
koi funkaar nahi.n, koi jhankaar nahi.n 
koi aawaaz nahi.n 

binaa chaahe phir bhi 
dil ki bechainii meri 
khaae jatii hai mujhe 
bheetar se 


dheere dheere 
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be zabaano.n ko be zubaa.n kahiye 

be zabaanii ki daastaa.n kahiye 

raqs kartii ho zindagii jis mien 

koii aisii bhii daastaa.n kahiye 

bazm e sh'er o sukhan mien hai ab koun 

aap saa kaun khushbayaa.n kahiye 

ye to jhagaDaa hai do dilo.n kaa, aap 

kis ko laaenge darmiyaa.n kahiye 

ham ko to ek hi piyaale mien 

mil gaaye jaise do jahaa.n kahiye 

ho gaye un se be ta'luq ham 

aap ise dil kaa imtihaa.n kahiye 

dil ko kahiye jo rahnumaa e aql 

aql ko dil kaa paasbaa.n kahiye 

kaarvaan e hayaat kyuu.n hai Ravi 

suu e manzil rawaa.n dawaa.n kahiye 
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bagiyaa mei.n merii hai aayaa 
ghoo.n ghoo.n kartaa 
ik bhou.nraa, 

sooraj ki kirno.n se roshan 
kaalaa bhooraa 
ik bhou.nraa, 

Daal Daal ke phoolo.n par hai manDraataa 

phoolo.n ke ras kaa soudaaee 

ye bhou.nraa 

sooraj pooje, 

amrit Dhoonde, 

duniyaavi bandish ko toDe, 

TooTe rishte phir se joDe, 
prem ke bandhan mei.n hai bandhe, 
jeewan kii aashaa ko jagaae, 
ghoo.n ghoo.n kartaa uDtaa jaae 
auro.n ke jeewan kaa haamee 
ye bhou.nraa 



j-p*. ^y^ ^ .‘il > (jjS ^ 

^ ^ ^ (J^ ^ J 


^jjxj ^ ^yjj L_3^)iajJa-<j I^)a (Jj 

jiaj i_5ol llil .giLp jj / ^—£i 

^la. jAJ Jja ^ 

/v^J S ' **’ CJ-3^ L_^_uj| 

L&i s-^A S-^J^ JP 

j]aj JjI (j' (JhJf ^ jl 

dltjjJ g,~>A 

^p via. 1£ dia j ,-Jala 

^ Jp OP 

^)a3 J ^JJdAuil /O ^jLajjjI (JJJ 

L£ ^jua j C ulul J 

J jj ^ Jf LS^ ur%- *Jf °J 


jjj OH Of^J*- 1 LS^ i-SjJ <£_' 
/M^ (jLa^jt <_ll ^jjS 



de gayaa koun jaane mujh ko khabar 
raat aatii hai saath le ke sahar 
dil miraa muztarib hai tere baghair 
aa ke tuu dekh letaa ek nazar 
mere daaman kii mael dhul jaatii 
ashk e khuu.n girtaa aankh se bah kar 
jo haqeeqat ko khawaab kahate hai.n 
log kahate hai.n un ko ahal e nazar 
chchoD kar mujh ko darmiyaan e dasht 
qaafilaa waqt kaa chalaa hai kidhar 
dil mei.n jo daagh the judaaii ke 
hai.n vahii aasmaan pe shams o qamar 
dasht o gulshan mei.n kyaa bhaTaktii ha 
voh hawaa jo chalii thii ho ke niDar 
ae Ravi dil ki dhaDkane.n hai.n tez 
koii ab aasmaa.n se kah de Thahar 
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Teri aankhon mein dhoondtaa koii 
Zindagii aur pyaar kii rounaq 
Chalaa aayaa hai dasht ke is paar 
Jaanane ke liye ki sach kyaa hai 
Teraa vaadaa ya dhadkanen dil kii 
Bahut maasoom hai woh 
Dekhne par bhii dikh sakaa na jise 
Faaslaa thaa jo dooriiyon bhar kaa 
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main gawaahii bhii agar kyaa detaa 
tere zulmon kaa sitam 
jaarii hai 

qatl toone hii kiyaa thaa kal raat 
mere sahame hue khwaabon o tamannaaon kaa 
khoon bahataa bhii to kyaa 
tujhe muaaloom thaa sab 

tu to barson se rahi hai hamraaz 
gungunaatii huii kaanon mein mire 
kaii rangon se bhare geet anek 
yeh bhii dhokaa thaa tira 

mujhe gumraah rakhaa hai tune 
mujhe chalne na diyaa 
bas ab 

haar kar baith gayaa hoon sar e raah 
kyaa uthaaegii mujhe 
ae ummeed 
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gham kaa ahsaas jawaa.n ho jaataa 
ashk aankho.n se rawaa.n ho jaataa 
kuchch to ho jaataa asar un par bhii 
qissaa e gham jo bayaa.n ho jaataa 
subah aatii to dhundhalke jaate 
duur zulmat kaa dhuaa.n ho jaataa 
mere sajado.n se tiraa naqsh e qadam 
merii manzil kaa nishaa.n ho jaataa 
jal rahaa thaa mire dil kaa kaaghaz 
aag bujhatii to dhuaa.n ho jaataa 
dil mei.n zakhamo.n ko chchupaa letaa Ravi 
raaz jeene kaa ayaa.n ho jaataa 
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har chand chaahataa huu.n ki unkaa kahaa karuu.n 
lekin ye aarzoo ki tamaashaa kiyaa karuu.n 
suuraj kii roshanii ne kiyaa dil ko daagh daagh 
lii hai panaah tiiragii e shab mei.n kyaa karuu.n 
har ashk e khuun e dil ke hai jii mei.n ye aajkal 
aisaa bhii ho ki palko.n se unkii bahaa karuu.n 
ho yuu.n, ki din Dhale koii aa kar mire qareeb 
ruudaad merii mujh se kahe, mai.n sunaa karuu.n 
lab par shikaayat e gham e douraa.n naa aasakii 
maayuusiyo.n ne shart lagaaii thii, kyaa karuu.n 
be baal o par sahii ye magar be amal nahii.n 
murgh e chaman ko qaid e qafas se rihaa karuu.n 
uTh kar dar e habeeb se dil mei.n hai ye, Ravi 
jaa kar dayaar e ghair mei.n tanhaa rahaa karuu.n 
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meraa dil mujhko sataane kaa bahaanaa Dhoonde 

nae afsaano.n va geeto.n kaa sahaaraa lekar 

nae sapano.n na.e vaado.n ko bhii yakjaa karke 

Dhaalkar apne sawaalo.n ko nae saancho.n mei.n 

aisaa deewaanaa hai dil meraa, kahuu.n isko kyaa 

mai.n to khaamosh khaDaa dekhaa kiyaa duniyaa ko 

jo ishaaro.n pe kisii aur ke itraatii hai 

khilkhilaatii hai bahTaktii hai sar dhuntii hai 

kaaTe kaTte nahi.n par tere binaa raat aur din 

poochtaa phirtaa huu.n kuucho.n mei.n syaahkhaano.n mei.n 

rooTh kar mujh se tu ummeed kahaan jaa baiThii 

ab pookaaruu.ngaa kise apnaa paraayaa jo hai 

usko seene se lagaa baiThaa huu.n bas rahane de 
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jaan e azeez, rakkhiyo naa ham ko nazar se duur 
hai apanii raah, jaadaah e shaam o sahar se duur 
shaam e firaaq aatish e gham kyaa jalaaegii 
girtii hai barq e tuur bhii had e nazar se duur 
aish o tarab kaa daur hai saaqii pilaa sharaab 
main aa gayaa huu.n raqs kunaa.n apane ghar se duur 
ae kajaravii e waqt tuu hii kar nishaandahii 
merii nazar hai jalwaa e shams o qamar se duur 
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justajuu mei.n tirii jo ga.e 
kaun jaane kahaa.n kho ga.e 
sun rahe the kahaanii tirii 
jaagate jaagate so ga.e 
kal samajhataa thaa apanaa jinhe. 
aaj begaane voh ho ga.e 
dil mei.n armaan paale magar 
aise bikhare hawaa ho ga.e 
der aane mei.n ham se huii 
voh ga.e ab to yaaro ga.e 
duur hotii rahii.n manzile.n 
aye Ravi raaste kho ga.e 
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# £r ^ft ?jt 

v o 

dd 3ToT a-jd|| c^H CoT 1 ^ 

f\ 

3TR ^FTT 8 JT 3fqdT HRJT % 
cRIR RqFT RT R¥ qR5 X5Tt RT 

o o 

•(Id # <|oTl # ^sRIR qit 

O <N 

arrarait % zrtr qxf §ft 
3 % ^erft rt arq^fr aM 

<\ o 

cTRf % ^<H d # t& 

RRT # 7T\f&; 

RtR # 3RT qi3f ^!T RT 

c\ c\ 

URT <H >Hl 1 qh< 

o 

‘q^r cHia-Jii # 3R qR? 
qHoTrafr cm 

o 

^RT # q'd'dR 
qfcr 3 tirr jh^chI 

et cHRUI I 3RT 3R qR? ' 



nadii kinaare raat andherii 
akhiyo.n mei.n apnii phailaae 
chamkile sundar sapano.n ko 
armaano.n kii jwaalaa usko 
cchor dikhaae, 

woh to sudh budh apnii saarii 
kho hi chukaa thaa 
tan man nangaa kyun kar Dhaanpe 
bhool gayaa thaa apnaa kyaa hai 
tyaag chukaa thaa sab kucch jo thaa 
raat ki rani ki khushboo ko 
aawaazo.n ke mangal ko bhi 
moond chukaa thaa apnii aankhe.n 
taaro.n ke jhurmut mei.n baiThe 
chaand kii maanind 
soch mei.n doobaa pooch rahaa thaa 
ek musaafir 

'kab januu.ngaa mai.n us paar? 
batlaao turn 

naiyaa kii patwaar sambhaale 
kaun khawaiyaa aakar mujhko 
le jaaegaa ab us paar? ’ 



r± ft y± ^ l>4 ^ CS^ ^ 

_jlj ?i jfi ^jIjoi y (J^ 

^JLilji /O ^aJ a ^J ^ jl^O ^)j 

^jia^)C. Li£ ^_ui (_J^.Lui jJ l^£J csi 3 <-^1 

^Jojjl /O ^aJ J_^J ^ 1 (JjLO L-U^ x~ JJJ 

UaLuj ^j-a U /■*£ / s— j /O lial 

^-Xiijl /O jiaj /O X- .i5Lxq ^_ 3 L_5o L_l^. 


kahataa hai koun waqt e sahar ham naa aae.nge 
ye dii hai kis ne jhooThii khabar ham naa aae.nge 
jab turn nahii.n ho saath to ham ko hazaar baar 
hardam pukaare raahguzar ham naa aae.nge 
ab Doobnaa hii Thaharaa to saahil se kyaa gharaz 
tere fareb mei.n ae bhanwar ham naa aae.nge 
apanaa ye faisalaa hai ki naaseh kii saaqiyaa 
jab tak hai maikade pe nazar ham naa aae.nge 



J^ 3 LS^ _£ L>^ 


(jj-o ^)J^ is& (,*>“ Lftila AlLki^ 
^jxj x~ via ^>^- UJ S- 3 ^) ^3 cs^-J^ UJ^ 

J CS*^ £T*Jf ^J** 

J^i J LSI 3 J U£ 

L_Luj L *?h\ fij (jl^ L_ll 

^)JXJ x~ _U<a ^x-al^-Q ^_ J ^jlluilj 

^ui cJjlL c /JU Ijjjj 

_JJXJ x* _U<a 


^jLuj .gjLu) x~ _yld l^J lj^)£ _>^ 

J^ 3 ^J-^ 

^J^-' J^*' ‘ u' J^J (J J^J 

^liu x* _u»q ^)Xj l£} £ _^_ " i ^ XJi 

(JJjljl ^ A9 1 i ^ ^ J jLui 

^)JXJ x~ _U<a j L_j| (JJJ c . 3 ~> 


L$JJ 4fjj (j'jjf J 

JJXJ X* _U»Q S- 3 ^ cj^f x-~f J ^ 



kho gayaa thaa raahabar mere baghair 
kis ko thii itanii khabar mere baghair 
kushtaa e zulmat thaa mai.n bhii dahar mei.n 
kyuu.n huii yaa rab sahar mere baghair 
mere hote the yahii barg o shajar 
hai.n vahii shams o qamar mere baghair 
ab kahaan voh lutf e tuulaanii e shab 
daastaa.n hai mukhtasir mere baghair 
teraa naalaa, bulbul e shoridaa sar 
kis tarah kartaa asar mere baghair 
jo rahaa kartaa thaa mere saath saath 
phir rahaa hai dar ba dar mere baghair 
veeraa.n veeraa.n galiyaa.n, ujaDe ujaDe gha 
suune suune hai.n nagar mere baghair 
saaz hai.n TooTe hue, naghame udaas 
chup hai.n ab deewaar o dar mere baghair 
rahravaan e waqt se puuchch ae Ravi 
jaa rahe hai.n ab kidhar mere baghair 



Of* l JJi C-iH- 5 
Of* OJi 'JJ '-“I 


IjJ (JJf U^ 1 isi LS-^' 
of* u Ji oh - 5 lW 

Of* L?« ‘ls^ ls-^ 

Of* UJf i-tH- 5 (JJ? ls^ 

jS Oft ^ ^ ^J? tCJP 
L&* (JJ? OH- 5 Ij-i r^s US ^_j Jj 

CijZic. Jj ^jI^jI ijjoS 

Of 4 (JJ? UH- 5 ls^ 


jj! jS (jlji. /J jjjS ^ ^£. /O jS J .3 

(Jj-o (J0*j il*jj) U ^ __ ^kC. 


jl^jl <-_ali3 cj^ jl-lp ^jjj 
(Jt ^ 4 JJ? J^ 


15jj /O ^ UJ ^5ol dluJj j 

LfcJ* UJf ^ UJ^“ a J 6 



khud ko pahachaanta"nahii.n huu.n mai.n 
tujhe apnaa rahaa nahii.n huu.n mai.n 
apanii hii zaat mei.n huu.n khoyaa huaa 
tujh se lekin judaa nahii.n huu.n mai.n 
hai kamii bhii, buraaii bhii mujh mei.n 
aadamii huu.n khudaa nahii.n huu.n mai.n 
tere hone kaa hai yaqii.n mujh ko 
tuune kyaa keha diyaa nahii.n huu.n mai.n 
kyuun uThaate ho bazm e ashrat se 
saaz e gham kii sadaa nahii.n huu.n mai.n 
dil ko ye keha ke kyuu.n naa khush kar luu.n 
gham se naa aashanaa nahii.n huu.n mai.n 
mai.n huu.n deedaar joo, naqaab uThaao 
dekh lo aainaa nahii.n huu.n mai.n 
zeest kii aankh se naa jo Tapkaa 
qatraa voh khoon kaa nahii.n huu.n mai.n 



IS jj ,a rj -g-^S jU 
IS jxiaS /v’aiLj US ,u 


UjW C . U^ (_yL« 


^ jji' lsHJ 5 H 1 ^ 


d ilxa ^c. j vLo 

l£ IjJ L_>d^) JJ 


^ LS^ ^ LS^ 

IS j i_Sjj (jUjj jlj /O 

^ LS^ l>^ ^ 

l£ ^_ j LkiLd l_^I jj 


CS^iS LS^' _» ^ 4 - JP 

^ j»C (Jjfrjl 


^-jLaj jJ /O (JiUi aJ ^jj 

IS jjc. (Jj IS > U. (ijj r£ 



lihaaz hai kucch na turn na tu kaa 
ye kyaa saliqaa hai guftagoo kaa 
milii mohabbat mei.n surkhruuii 
rahaa na gham koii aabaroo kaa 
milaa jo zahar e gham e mohabbat 
to rang geharaa huaa lahoo kaa 
naseem kii cched hai kalii se 
ye raaz pinhaa.n hai rang o boo kaa 
ye husn e kaamil kii be hijaabii 
to ik tamaashaa hai aarzoo kaa 
Dubo chuke kal jo apnii kashtii 
unhe.n hai gham aaj aabjoo kaa 
ravi pe mayil na ho zamaane 
ki TooT jaa.egaa dil adoo kaa 



rj I^JO-a oj ^jjS^C- jja-a ^ .'nil 


^ J|£ L " liiyU ^ ^Jt 


l^j j La 


J>-^ U J ^ Lsi sAj^ 

1&J Ljaj jq . J alllj jj ^_jl (jaS 


jjl^j-al^ l^j ("nnj j jjXa (jio 5 LaLii£ 

l^J Lj^S ^L-a^a. liil ^_ j (_>aa. 


rSt^t jS i_)J6^ ls^ L>“' 

l^i ^3 !>l5Lj j»j jj ^ jj j* 


(jjaS (jaa J.}!} cliLLa. LS (jjjAj 
l$J ^/Ifa ^ l^j ^/La jj IS (jjia. 

y ^ tz^y jj' ^js^ of* 

l$J tayl (jSL^a ^JJ ^_l 



mai.n ne ye cheharaa kabhii dekhaa naa thaa 
aaine mei.n aks voh meraa naa thaa 
aankh khulte hii haqeeqat khul gaii 
darmiyaan e maa o tu pardaah naa thaa 
khwaab hii dekhaa kiyaa din bhar magar 
kis liye tuu raat bhar soyaa naa thaa 
kashmakash mei.n zeest kii thaa kaamraa.n 
jis ne apanaa hosalaa khoyaa naa thaa 
us kii aankho.n ko umeed e deed thii 
mar gaye par bhii to dam nikalaa naa thaa 
dhans gayaa jazbaat kii daldal mei.n kyuu.n 
jis kaa tan mailaa thaa man mailaa naa thaa 
mai.n ne khoyaa aur tuune paa liyaa 
ae Ravi mumkin kabhii aisaa naa thaa 



y 4 L_ia. (jJ-o (j5ol ^ via 
Ul C_liaj Uj^) (j_^S. 

(Jj^La jS (_y^ U^> ci-° 

Ul ^ Ux^aj aj U^)S 

IgJ ^joj Jjl C5 Iyjjj 
Ul l_jjj3 ^jjjS jJ jS ^i$5Lp 

^ j IS ^jd j^. Ula^Su^S 

Ul L_y^)C. /O fij 

rS^xz. jjj 

Ul (i I j*) ^ Jj ^c. 

l^j ^-dijS /O IS dial! l-jS^. 

Ul l_u_j 3 US Uid jjj 

^ cj^ ' U^ (J^ 

Ul mla \j* c^gjauc- ^S (jj 



mere aa.ngan mei.n jab habeeb aayaa 
khuun rotaa miraa raqeeb aayaa 
mil gayaa jis ko jadaah e manzil 
raqs karataa voh khush naseeb aayaa 
duurbeenii azal se thaa shevah 
dekhane ko tuu kyuu.n qareeb aayaa 
khaTkhaTaayaa jo us kaa dar mai.n ne 
voh ye samjhaa koii ghareeb aayaa 
roz e taqseem mere hisse mei.n 
gham e dil hii (miraa naseebjaayaa 
jazab e ulfat kaa ye karishmaa thaa 
duur jitanaa gayaa qareeb aayaa 
jaan mei.n jaan aa gayii goyaa 
ban ke iisaa, miraa tabeeb aayaa 



u Jf OV ‘ Lsi LS ^ 

ujf av ^ 

cj ^ 3 jfc? o^ lS Ji l&* DJi av 
UJf O^ ^ c3^ Ls-f J 


(J_^J LjS 6 _J l£ ^gJjaU ^t. 

QJJ (JJ^J t / ^-J 1.1^. I^i-G <—J) (_pJ 

^ jU$ JuK ^_j 1 j\ 5J 

qjj ^jj^-j u u i^. 


l£jj£J ^_UJ &l L_^l 

(JjJ Qip (j£* ^L-aj^. I j;p /O 

mirii hastii hii kyaa hai, mai.n nahii.n huu.n 
mujhe itanaa pataa hai, mai.n nahii.n huu.n 
nahii huu.n mai.n tirii duniyaa mei.n phir kyuu.n 
vahii mashq e jafaa hai, mai.n nahii.n huu.n 
gham e hastii kaa ho kar reh gayaa huu.n 
bas ab meraa khudaa hai, mai.n nahii.n huu.n 
lagaataa hai jo kashtii ko kinaare 
khudaa yaa naa khudaa hai, mai.n nahii.n huu.n 
ik aah e garm se garduu.n ko phuu.nkaa 
ye meraa hosalaa hai, mai.n nahii.n huu.n 



-l (J'nI >h 4 ^_J ^jxa q_^_^ 

Jj 1 * cij^ ^ u^ «*-* 


‘—SI Qju* _j5L^ t jj (j_^ <l_5Lui! (j^-o qj^SoI 
^_ J L_JJ^)S (Jj>l« (_^Jjliuj 6^1^. 

a U£ /O dn^xa al j jj Jf 
^_j l_jj^) 3 Jjla QiuJ jaji 

l>“^U US ^ ^jUU (jA* ij^JAi u 

^_J t_JJ J§ J-1 jS-a Jjj -SjA- m .g^-a 


maujo.n mei.n iztraab hai, saahil qareeb hai 

mujh ko yaqiin hai merii manzil qareeb hai 

aankho.n mei.n ashk, aahe.n labo.n par, jigar mei.n aag 

jaadaah shanaas e dard kii manzil qareeb hai 

har gaam par hai raah e muhabbat mei.n ye gumaan 

khanjar dar aastii.n miraa qaatil qareeb hai 

lafzo.n ke paeirahan mei.n muaanii kii kyaa talaash 

mujh se khirad hai duur magar dil qareeb hai 



dlU ls £ ^ > lc.JU 

cb ^ gAka ^ LJji ^ (_j| 


(_yj gtxj'jj-i l>^^ 


tljb gAk* Lr k ^_i (jjS l_iS 


^-Ap oh-" ^j' i_t“ L>“J^ 
aAj ^S gAk* ^jS (jo* g j.a k 


^pk.1 ^jjU US jj 

diU ^ Ala-a (_5-^ uj^ J3 > U 

Jj <jllu>ta 

dlU lllax !^j£± l^j j£I /O L_il 

ov C 5 ^ ^ 

CLjIj ls £ iUax l£J£ ls-^ s~~ i 

j£l ^ _ul ^jl t^JLijl^k jj 1^. Clu 

ClaL ^ c-jUxa <jj.2 l£jj £_\ 



muddaa e muddaii matalab kii baat 

aap ne bhii khuub kii matalab kii baat 

be gharaz deewaanagaane shouq hai.n 

kab kahii, kis ne sunii matalab kii baat 

hosh mei.n aane nahii.n dete mujhe 

keha naa duu.n mai.n bhii koii matalab kii baat 

ho gayaa maayuus aakhir dil miraa 

haae tuune kyuu.n sunii matalab kii baat 

kahate kahate daastaan e dard e dil 

lab pe aa kar ruk gaaii matalab kii baat 

baat achchaaii kii bhii sunte nahii.n 

jinko hai lagatii burii matalab kii baat 

but khudaa ho jaae.nge, un se agar 

ae Ravi keha de.n kabhii matalab kii baat 



,J Jjl b Jj ^ lei I—St 


©Ajxal j La. (jLo^ul 

LS^Ji ^ U^' ‘ J - 1 J- 


^-U^u ^l—^ 3 

^jjJ J ^'i-s- a jbjj 


Clwik ja. ^jS jji 

^jjJ ,J J^S ^_)ia oj tjaijj £-<eS 

^J_^J liS luJ r-> rf.>-o a" iV'lU 

tjjjJ jkj (_j jj uiU (_5 jia 


naa huii khatm shab, sahar naa huii 
ik duaa bhii to baa asar naa huii 
aasmaa.n chup, zamiin sar afgandaah 
mar gayaa dil, unhe.n khabar naa huii 
haae tuul e shab e firaaq, ae dost 
gham kii ruudaad mukhtasir naa huii 
duur kartii jo yaas kii zulmat 
shamma roshan voh mere ghar naa huii 
multafat mujh pe duniyaa kyaa hotii 
merii jaanib tirii nazar naa huii 



is t jLo ,0 Jj A 

IS L >uS (jLiuil jjl ^yS (_>uS jJ* j 


(jjl^. i_Sj ,U j^SjJ jja-a Clili-a. aj 

' _ 3 IS qA ^jUiaj Uja Lui V-UAJ ^}jJ oj 


LS^ ^ jS (J^ LS^ ^ . 


Ji 


t=i 


(Jj^i t_jljiuJal oj <_jl (jjjS (jxa ^yS 

^_ 3 IS qA ^jUaS .- )\A j2>. US ^tUj 

oJ^jJ ^iJ v- J-al.~U.a ^_an g.-S-aa ^jjS ^ 

^_ 3 IS (_j^S ^jUjjU (Jj \^yi US (JjlU 


<—fc?^ -«^jj j' LSJJ ‘ Jf UJjS 
^_ 3 IS (jaS ^jUlS _?S (_>ajl ^_ 3 IS (_)JiS ^jjU 

naa puuchch mujh se ye saaraa jahaan kis kaa hai 
zamiin kis kii hai ye aasmaan kis kaa hai 
rah e hayaat mei.n dekho qadam na ruk jaae.n 
voh duur dhundalaa saa miTataa nishaan kis kaa hai 
bhanwar kii lahar mei.n kyuu.n ab voh iztraab nahii.n 
pahunch gayaa jo kinaare gumaan kis kaa hai 
ye koun mujh se mukhaatib huaa pas e pardaln 
bataauu.n kyaa miraa dil paasbaan kis kaa hai 
udaas kyuu.n ho, Ravi aao puuchch le.n dil se 
yaqiin kis kaa hai us ko gumaan kis kaa hai 



/Jala 


Lsi ^ y ^ Jsli 

uu. Uj (_J-J! j 2 ^ ^ jj' 

\JjL=«. lia oj IS (_5Ju j ^ySaj (Jj__)a 
JjJJ j' j^ JJjJ^ U“ ^ l>4 

J?.' J^=>t J* tyj UU 

Ja*a (jl^J ^_ 3 ljUj ^jjS L r U.m ^_ : 

‘-£j LS^'j^ L? 5 jj^J J ^ 

Ij^jS VLa.1 (jJa l^J LlLa. ^_ j fj 

op 4^ j W> '-At- ^ ^ 

tJ iLj /J JJS ,jUj ^jS l " AiK ^S tliAuj ^_lj 
r _J J ^»j^a«a ^ .xaaaj^a ^_S ^j-al -lasl 

't—Uaaaj IS ^joa /J ^)j l^j /J 

tjU (jxa Jjc. jjj Ci*J ^_j (JjjL (Jji' 

Uj Ijjj ^ S ^}J Jjj v—l";LS jjxa ^jU 

L?^ J^ J- 1 ff- L>^ °J 



qaafilaa waqt kaa vaise to Thahartaa hii nahii.n 
aurThahartaa hai to itihaas banaa jaataa hai 
farq nekii o badii kaa voh miTaa jaataa hai 
kis ne dekhe hai.n bahaaro.n mei.n khizaa.n ke tevar 
kis ne jaanaa hai ki hastii hii hai dar asl ajal 
be sabab koun banaataa hai yahaa.n taaj mahal 
ham pahunch jaate the dariyaao.n kii gaharaaii tak 
ham ne chaahaa thaa andhero.n mei.n ujaalaa karanaa 
ham ne chaaha thaa zamaane ko dikhaa de.n johar 
vaae qismat ki haqeeqat kii zubaa.n khul naa sakii 
lafz e ummeed ke mafahuum se maharuum rahe 
"naa huaa par naa huaa Mir kaa andaaz naseeb 
Zouq yaaro.n ne bahut zor ghazal men maaraa " 
haath mei.n kaatib e taqdeer ke khuu.n rotaa rahaa 
voh qalam jis ko gham e dil ne jilaa bakhashii thii 



(jLii 


j-% ^ ^jj'jJ - 1 £-J** 

<JJ 6 ^ ^-jjt ^—5 CiSj (jLij JJJ ijJJ^a- rJ (jaa. 

j^t-i l?*; -s-^ ' j^ ^ £= f^ i -^jt jj 

^_AjLj <_la. Ij^S (JtJ-a jAil ^-S £jj'jJ J jjl 

(_jj jS ^— m ^_Jj^j ISjI jAj! /-S jjj j j- i 'ii Ji 

jj j-ila. r _hi 13o-i -gSj jjl 

0 jti jSjii jjb ^^-S jjI 

jLij oAujjJ ^_S hlj2j jS 1 —uIaS 
Xjjl J£j| -lihujja. (JJha 


jS A jj ^Sl Ls -Ua.l t^jjS r-S JJJ jiajai 

IS^_J —.S..U*- ,- 'il a J .- yu 

lju jJl Ij^a /O IjJ Uj-aJ jjl 

IS > la. i—jjj i IS ^1 i_Sla 

JJ J- 1 ^ LS^ ^ LS^ U^ 1 

'•^-jjJJS-J- ^ JJ*-^ ^-jjt 



mere darwaaze ke baahar hai bicchii ik chaadar 

jis pe chchorhe hai.n nishaa.n waqt ne apane laakho.n 

har nishaa.n ek muamme ke sivaa kuchch bhii nahii.n 

aur darwaaze ke andar mai.n khaDaa chup saadhe 

muntazir huu.n ki idhar aaegaa bhoole se koii 

aur rakh degaa qadam apane usii chaadar par 

us ke paao.n ke naquush e taazaa 

Dhaa.np kar waqt ke boseedaah nishaa.n 

misal e khursheed ubhar aae.nge 

muntazir huu.n ki koii ajanabii aage baDh kar 

mere darwaaze pe dastak degaa 

aur soyaa huaa ye jism miraa dobaaraa 

jaag utthegaa, taDhap jaaegaa 

mai.n bhii chokhat pe bichchii chaadar par 

apane qadamo.n ke nishaa.n chchoDhuungaa 



US <ilu (jAA (jjlali /OSj />a3j 

US Uu aj \^j ^jj cJ^)^ 0 6 -Uy 


LS^Ji LS^' LS-^JJ Of* ^ y 
US IjjAAjI IjLuj ^ .’ig.S-jJl ^ :^.$Lp 

IS da jij jS ^_ uj ls^-^ j l^j U^SLuj 

US Uj j Jj ^_Ul ^^uS ^ .il> d j!il« IS jUj 

l#U ^c. IS <j4 t jjj l_SI I^j ^ Ujjp 
US i^S UjI ^_uj I jy*. Ul^. 


jj$ Oi LS^ ^ Lsi U J 

US iul J /O jS ^j| ^_>UJ ^jjjU ^ _U<a ^jjS 

ujj^ ^ jj 'if cs^f J2 ^U J ji* Jpla 

US iu ^_uj ^ 'ntll J ^ yu l^J L_SI /vS (Jj-O 

£J ^ 3 L>^ ‘Ufcft ^ ^ -g-^-JJ L$JJ <d' 

US <iS IjLuj daj IS ^ nun s-^jj 



raftaa raftaa aadamii jab qaafilo.n mei.n bat gayaa 
pardaah manzil par paDaa thaa jo voh aakhir hat gayaa 
subah nou aate hii ghar mei.n roshanii aisii huii 
dekhte hii dekhte saaraa andheraa chchat gayaa 
siikhanaa thaa zindagii se tujh ko nafarat kaa sabaq 
pyaar kaa mantar naa jaane kis liye tuu rat gayaa 
TuuTanaa hii thaa use ik roz, is kaa gham nahii.n 
jitanaa joDaa zindagii se rishtaa utanaa ghat gayaa 
din nikalte hii na jaane subah kii ban kar kiran 
koun mere paas se uTh kar ye be aahat gayaa 
faaiz e manzil naa tuu phir bhii huaa to kyaa karuu.n 
mai.n ki ik pathar thaa tere raaste se hat gayaa 
ae Ravi puuchcho na ham se kyaa bataae.n, kis tarah 
rote hanste zindagii kaa waqt saaraa kat gayaa 



^ .g.*1 (Jjlj oLiJJJ 

(iO 4^ fi J ' 

^ ^ u* 

s— g- 3 C5^ /- ■* "^ j*-—^ 

Jj jjjst jS |jj 

^-&j i_t“ u' ^ *:_y* J- 1 >?■ °J 

^£jj-u ^_£ jj^i ^ /O ^ . il.Jji jj£ 

£= f^ qxa jU£ ja. jjj i_Sj 

ms j ^ia j jj £_1 jjAj 
^-£J dlU* J- 1 >?■ Ji, £ ^ 

(jJjjS ^lillJJ (jb-Wa jS jja. 

£-&J i_W^ lA?- ls-*-“' i_)U-“ U^- 0 

x_;C : V 1 oj^ (Jc- j jj-^j > V g . -v -a u /O 

^-&J i_t^ uWj °J Jj! 

'jj <_w^j' lS^ ^ lsjj aJ 
Of* jliuiiS j> ^_)L“ Jj|j 



siyaahbaadal jo aasmaan mei.n the 
suu e saharaa voh kab uDaan mei.n the 
uqade khulte the jin se hastii ke 
aise qisse bhii daastaan mei.n the 
ban ke ummeed valvale uThThe 
voh jo dil mere be karaan mei.n the 
kis nishaane pe jaa lage.nge soch 
ruk gaae teer jo kamaan mei.n the 
paas aae to rafataa rafataa khule 
saare parde jo darmiyaan mei.n the 
jis ko sadiyaan taraashate guzarii.n 
aks pinaah usii chataan mei.n the 
na samajh paae shor o gul mei.n tire 
bol jaane voh kis zabaan mei.n the 
ae Ravi le uDii unhe.n bhii hawaa 
phool saare jo gulistaan mei.n the 



^ J l—Sj L_ll Liilul -U J^XJl 

^ i_tH-“ u'JJ- 1 (f- ^ iJJ^ 


r __ (J^l J^-g'>-Q ^_ 3 /O U J v'' 1 ■ ■'- ^ ^ I^UJ^J 

iJ-“^ >?■ iS J^-“ es^ ijj^ J^-^*-° 0 J 


i_j| j5Lo (jaj ^_]So a*j__ iJS i-Jjj 

^-J OH^ ij'-^ j CS-^ 


jj ^j 1 ijj-o J-i ^- i Jj^iLi (J^.Lj JLi. 


l_fcH-j IJ^J^ 1 »»>• -5(jiiS lS_>? 


(Jia (Jj (_>uL IS laJ ^_J Jj jjJ (jal (JJJ 

^-> i_tH-i ijUjI I J& /O Jjla. Jj^J (JA-i £= ^\ 

, —^ _>U iJjU^ . ^ -$•£->! >-£-> 

<J-*^ u^i jjj j 4^1 

dif ^ Ji Of* Ls^-^j lSjj 

^ (J -4 J Of* ^ >? U"l 



sukuun se aashanaa ab tak dil e insaa.n nahii.n hai 
kahuu.n kyuu.n kar ki ahsaas e gham e dauraa.n nahii.n ha 
bharosaa apane dast o paa pe hai mujh ko azal se 
voh mushkil koun sii hai merii jo aasaa.n nahii.n hai 
rabaab e gul se naghame phuuT nikale hai.n magar ab 
paristaar e rihaaii qaidii e zindaa.n nahii.n hai 
khayaal e saahil e maqsuud hai dil mei.n abhii to 
mirii kashatii sapurde maujae tuufaa.n nahii.n hai 
huu.n us se duurto bhii hai wafaa kaa paas dil mei.n 
use mai.n bhuul jaauu.n ye miraa aimaa.n nahii.n hai 
kahaa.n tak aankh se aansuu bahaauu.n mai.n lahuu ke 
kaho ikbaar phir is dard kaa darmaa.n nahii.n hai 
Ravi is zindagii mei.n ho mujhe bhii chain haasil 
sivaa is ke mire dil mei.n koii armaa.n nahii.n hai 



(jj-o y 1^-^. S 

(jj-o il^jl eJjj cU£ ^-- J d^jj (jlu-ajJ 

Jj OM^' LS£ C~^ ^ ^ *^JJ tj J±* 

(jij* Ll_u /oLuasI 1^ jIj^s j ^jjiiS 

' y l>^ j oy u^' ^_ y? y ls^ ' 

(j±A L -r s ^J /O ^jj^jLj ^ _yu 

cij j5Lui 1£ ^jl^jij <s__y± s-~*y y jj iul ^ 
Qf« J^j lA (JJ^ 4 UJfJ v4“ 


/ ^ J Lua Jjj /■*£ ^ jllua ^S> C Ux*a5 ^gjjl 

'j? ^ jy 


L$^ ^aa (Jjlj^-J ^-j Jj ^ (>^ 2 

U^° ^JJ a^J-a JJ Jj 

c^jj ^4- ^ u^- 0 ^ uJ^y 

uy U.L$$^P ^ ' J^ 4 lU 



taalib e deed huu.n cheharaa to dikhaa, dekhuu.n mai.n 

darmiyaa.n pardaah hai kyaa, pardaah uThaa, dekhuu.n mai.n 

merii ruudaad pe us shouq kii aankhe.n purnam 

qais o farhaad kaa afsaanaa sunaa dekhuu.n mai.n 

aa kabhii tuu mire aangan mei.n dulhan ban kar aa 

tere haatho.n pe lagaa rang e hinaa dekhuu.n mai.n 

koii aahat to ho TuuTe mire zindaa.n kaa sakuut 

chup rahuu.n, paao.n kii zanjeer hilaa dekhuu.n mai.n 

apanii qismat ke sitaare ko ki be nuur saa hai 

toD kar arsh se dhartii pe giraa dekhuu.n mai.n 

aaj gulshan kii har ik shaakh hai phoolo.n se ladii 

dil e pushmurdaah ko bhii hanstaa huaa dekhuu.n mai.n 

be satuu.n par ki kisii najd mei.n kyaa jaane Ravi 

mujhe mil jaa.e kahaa.n meraa pataa dekhuu.n mai.n 



FfTW jafvRT 

ftt<r| ft ft sl-dl qH 3 lft 
qqr awqrfti-ftr ciioiT ftft?r 
5nr ?aqnft qft q^iqft % f^nr 
arqft aiM ft fftsr ft ft 

33lft 33lft 3ft ?Tftft 3R3TT 

ftftr ftftr |f ftftr ft- ft 
ftfe ftr ftft qftft 
SToT anft qft qnft qi^ 

<\ o 

fftlft 3T1RFR ft STcTT ®TT ft 
ft Rl'H'chl WRT ftfft 

ftfaT TFHT 2JT ft 

ft ft ft 3W ft oRTT ^3ftt 

ftq ftrr ft Iftuft ftrr 

yftr-ftft ft ft 

q¥fT ft ^RIT ftt 

Iftftr ft ft 2 t ft ftn q^r ft 

ftt WcW 3ft 



koun hai dil mei.n basaa kar apne 

ek anchaahii sii taazaa khalish 

na.e khwaabo.n ko panapne ke liye 

apnii aankho.n mei.n bicchaa rakhe hain 

ujale ujale o sajeele armaa.n 

jisne oDii huii sadiyo.n se hai 

neend kii maelii kuchelii chaadar 

bhooljaane ko puraanii yaadie.n 

jinke andhkaar se dartaa thaa vo 

dertakjinkaa sahaaraa maange 

soya rahataa thaa jo 

jee mein hai ab to jagaa duu.n usko 

dekh legaa jo dikhaaii degaa 

marne jeene ke rang 

waqt to ruktaa nahii.n 

kisii ko saath bhi detaa kab hai 


nahii.n maaluum use 



UJ^ ^ o^ 1 
J$S*^ (jliLd J* 


aj (jjjLa^l /O aC. 3^u>a 

(jULu dU/TSJ diSj 


rakh dii buniyaad e aashiyaa.n kis ne 
aasmano.n ko bijliyaa.n de kar 
log bahalaate hai.n naa jaane kyuu.n 
dil ko jhootii tasalliyaa.n de kar 
zabt e gham ko naa aazmaae.n voh 
waqt e rukhsat tasalliyaa.n de kar 



^JjS lijj ^_ya jj 


Ijj ^jS (_ja. ,0 Igj IS Lr uljJ 

r _a] ^>-iS L^ui /O (Jj i_SI (ja-a lIjI^j 

^_m ^S jJJ-a^ 

^~i\ ,_>jjS Ujj IS dijkl /O jcoj 

ijr* ^-j (_ya. JS jai. U 

^_i] (_>aS Ijj^jJ liulS jjJ-a jU 

ft j4<S L?^ L$JJf?"* LS^' 

r _al (_jaS Lj&J /%j jj^A^jlS jjljjlj 

^ J LS^ L?&! L> ‘ ^ LS^ Lp 

r _al IS ^jj^yj 

Jf >?■ 'j Jf lSJJ .£_' 

o^S uf 4;' ^ J- 5 



tuu bhii mere saath royaa kis liye 
tuune bhii daaman bhigoyaa kis liye 
roshanii kaa thaa naa jab koii pataa 
raat mai.n ik pal naa soyaa kis liye 
siinch kar banjar zamii.n ko khoon se 
beej ye nafarat kaa boyaa kis liye 
baa khabar gulchii.n ne phoolo.n kii jagah 
haar kaanTo.n kaa piroyaa kis liye 
aisii majbuurii bhii kyaa, ye baar e gham 
naa tawaa.n kaandho.n pe Dhoyaa kis liye 
tan bhii mailaa, man bhii mailaa hi rahaa 
pairahan kaa daagh dhoyaa kis liye 
ae Ravi honaa jo thaa ho kar rahaa 
dil ne apanaa chain khoyaa kis liye 



Two Urdu Quatrains With English Translation 


Original Urdu Rubaii of Zia Fatehabadi: - 


Ijj l-lik l£ CAa j c_j| 

Ijj ^lk 1^. j 


dlla. lip 


-a^. 1^. l£ aj 


Hindi transliteration: - 


3W 3ft R-to-cHd ®7?T fT3TT 

O 

t^TRT oRRrT 37T ^ ®7?T fT3TT 

o O 

^tcTT 21T oft do-dd HfTT q^ 

ettr TT d£ldd fT3TT 

O 


English translation by Ravinder Kumar Soni: - 

God created by religion and its followers no longer exists; 
That miserable God born out of necessity does not exist; 

He who had for long befooled men with promises of Paradise, 
That God created by the ignorants does not exist. 



Original Urdu Rubaii of Zia Fatehabadi: - 


ijjl a? (jjilj ^ JU. joa 


(jjl tjL ^ jjljj ^ l^ja 

^—ui (Jj x* ^ i^p ^ 

UJ^ ut OP^J 


Hindi transliteration: - 

3-f $lcH # vjIp'HtI % Hi'Hlo-l sjoi of 

prrarf % 3 

O <N 

^ ?RT 2J7T £ 

3T^ frtr ^ $ 

^ j o ^ 

English translation by Ravinder Kumar Soni: - 

I have yet to tie the sprayed strands of Present's tale; 

I have yet to hear the sound of the nearing Future; 

0 Time! Do halt a while allowing me to pick up 

The colourful lost memories from a corner of my heart. 



Where From Have I Come 

Translation Of An Urdu Quatrain Of Zia Fatehabadi 


Li£ i ^ _uj 


x-o l-lk C(jl^ (JJJ Ijj 

^ ^ 

^jix-Q ^Luil J UjI ^ /O 


Aa rahaa huu.n kidhar se, kyaa maaluum 
Jaa rahaa huu.n kahaa.n, khudaa maaluum 
Naa mire paas koii rahabar hai 
Naa mujhe apnaa raastaa maaluum 

Wherefrom have I come who knows 
Where to I am headed, God alone knows 
There is none beside me as I walk 
On the path I know not where it goes 



LS^ W 2 tjf OH - 5 'S 

Igj tjuj .1 ja. ilul oj ^_J 

jS *?-« Oh - 5 tsiJ v' 
is $j£ Igj UijU. jja lul ^aa 

“ij* jj ^-> ljj^ l?*; j^' o 4 j 
W* ^ J JJ J?- J 5 “JJJ^ 


^jjj ^-i JJ£J ^ ^J 

ls^4 4-J ^ °J ^ 'j'jJ » 

j L.J jS ^_ j U jjj jii 

L?^ ^ tjf '■ "' 4 . 1 < ^ 


UW^-jj ^ J j J JjP ^ 
W* ^ J uUtJ j£' jj^ 


JJ jj^ 1 J JJ" 1 UJi 4' jj' 

ls^ 4 -J 4 ; ^ " es-^La¬ 


t JJ IS ^ySjlSj ^ JJJ Ijj^j 

^aS Igj I jj jj ,ol 5 Lu ^ja_o 


lSJJ u& (JJ 1 UJJ 4J (= -^S J*" 
ls ^4 4 -J I JJ (Jfj-j '■"j' -gJ?" 



ye tamaashaa nahii.n huaa thaa kabhii 
hai voh apanaa, jo duusaraa thaa kabhii 
ab vahii jaantaa nahii.n mujh ko 
jise apana mai.n jaantaa thaa kabhii 
paas aa kar bhii kyuu.n hai pushmurdaah 
duur rah kar jo ro rahaa thaa kabhii 
waqt kaa her pher hai varnaa 
jo puraanaa hai voh nayaa thaa kabhii 
laghzish e paa ne kar diyaa majbuur 
mai.n sambhaltaa huaa chalaa thaa kabhii 
ghar ke dewaar o dar se hii puuchche.n 
koun aa kar yahaa.n rahaa thaa kabhii 
utar ayaa huu.n shor o shevan par 
khaamashii se na kuchch banaa thaa kabh 
bhartaa huu.n dam yagaangii kaa tiraa 
mujh se be gaanaa tuu huaa thaa kabhii 
sh'er kahane lagaa huu.n mai.n bhii Ravi 
mujh se aisaa nahii.n huaa thaa kabhii 



